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PREFACE. 



It is not without great diffidence as to its merits, that I 
oifer this little volume. 

But emboldened by the favor with which a generous Public 
always receive the first essays of the young, I am induced to 
send it forth into the world ; trusting that, although the cynic 
may find much to blame, the many will not be so severe in 
their judgment ; and while reading will consider that they are 
written at a very early age, in hours stolen from rest or 
recreation. If through the partial judgment of friends I liave 
erred in presuming on your indulgence, the only reparation in 
my power is — ^not to intrude again. 
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VALENCI. 

Where hath Valenci's fair son gone, 

Where is the gentle boy ? 
Why doth yon castle's baron mourn. 

Why banish ev'ry joy ? 

The heir hath left his childhood's home, 

And joined his noble name. 
Afar in the crusade to roam, 

Jerusalem to gain. 

B 
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** Oh Stay, my son," the father cried, 

" Go not away from me, 
Remember all thine house have died, 

We have but only thee. 

'* Of five fair sons and one sweet girl, 

Thou only dost remain ; 
And thou, my crown's remaining pearl. 

E'en thou wilt brave the main. 

" Oh stay, Roland, I pray thee stay ! 

Thy mother pleads with me ; 
She thinks how all have pass'd away. 

And dreads to part with thee. 

" She weeps for him, her first-bom son. 
Who died on war^s red plain ; 

How he in worth was vied by none, 
Whose deeds are sung by fama 

" Our second boy, so much ador'd 

By parent, serf, and friend. 
He fell with Edwy by the sword — 

Sadly their days did end. 
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" But yet I did not cease to hope, 

I still had two fair boys, 
And dreaded not another stroke 

Would banish all my joys. 

" And thou wast then a smiling babe, 

I toy*d with thy bright hair ; 
I saw thee bound 'neath greenwood shade, 

And chased away my care. 

" And when the time at length drew nigh, 
That Claude the lance should wield, 

I smiled as quick the hours pass'd by. 
When he should take the field. 

*' With sinful pride I heard the sound 

Which summoned him away, 
I saw his courser paw the ground, 

And hail'd the hapless day ! 

" The years pass'd round, the tongue of fame 
Brought this glad news to me : — 

' The scion's worthy of his name, 
Worthy his pedigree.' 
B 2 
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*^ But where is he, that gallant one ? 

Oh where the sea weeds wave ! 
The roaring deep rolls o'er my son. 

He's found a watery grave. 

*^ 'Twas then despair fell on my heart, 

I watch'd thy childhood flee ; 
I fear'd that death another dart 

Had destin'd e'en for thee. 

" But day by day, and year by year, 

Pass'd o'er thine infant head ; 
Thy bright cheek banish'd ev'ry fear, 

And hope her influence shed. 

" Once more I smiled— oh, yes ! once more. 
And thy sister climb'd my knee ; 

But all the pride I had of yore, 
I centred upon thee. 

" Break not, my child, thy father^s peace, 

Seek not the battle strife ; 
With thy loved days, thy sire's will cease. 

Bound up in thine, my life. 
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" Look o'er the hills where thou hast stray'd, 

Behold yon turrets high ; 
A child amid these scenes you pla/d. 

In happy days gone by. 

^' Gaze o'er the wealth of this domain, 

Which owneth thee as heir : 
Doom not thine house to sorrow's reign, 

Forbear ! my son, forbear ! 

" Yet if tears of a sister kind, 

An aged mother's pray'r, 
Scarce entrance to thy bosom find. 

And Tvake no echo there : 

'^ If thou dost deem the Holy Land 

Claims service good from thee, 
And that thy God doth such demand, 

Then go, then go from me. 

'* But oh ! methinks, dear Roland mine, 

It were a godlier deed 
To sacrifice that will of thine, 

A father's pray'r to heed. 
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'* Yet if thine home hath lost its channs, 

Its peace to thee is woe, 
Which thou wouldst drown in war's alanns, 

Then go, my son ! yes, go !" 



The monarch smiled upon the heir, 
" And art thou come,** he cried, 

" To wield the sword, so young and fair, 
E'en where thy brothers died ? 

" 'Tis strange thy sire doth not retain 

Some mem'ry of the past ; 
Four sons have died within my reign, 

And yet to send the last. 

" But Valenci's lord was ever brave, 

I greet right well his son ; 
May thou not find the field a grave. 

As all thine house have done. 
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** But no ! thottit live, and live to fame, 
Who laurel leaves shall twine, 

StaJl trumpet forth Valend's name. 
And deck that brow of thine." 

Oh well belov'd was brave BoQnd, 
Bj his young comrades brave ; 

The noblest proffered friendship's hand. 
And sought from harm to save. 

A wild and merry life he led, 

With England's martial lord : 
His proud foes heard his name with dread, 

And fell beneath his sword. 



Long years have pass'd since young Roland 

First bade his home farewell ; 
He roves with that fam'd soldier band, 

Nor hears what there befell. 
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His mother fond, droop'd day by day. 

As fades an autumn rose ; 
In prayV for him she pass'd away, 

When summer buds unclose. 

The old man grieved for his fair child, 

Of all her care bereft ; 
No brother on her beauty smiled, 

She all alone was left. 

Oh how the father pray'd for him, 
To see him but once more ; 

Till failing health and eyesight dim, 
Froclaim'd his days near o'er. 

The red sun through the turret fane 
Pour'd his rich flood of light, 

And grey clouds followed in his t]:ain. 
First tokens of the night. 

Yalenci mark'd their bright display, 
And felt his hour draw nigh ; 

That dawning of eternal day, 
To enter which we die. 
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He clasp'd his daughter to his heart, 

His beautiful Adele ; 
Oh God! oh God! 'twas hard to part 

From one he lov'd so well. 

'* Oh teU my son, should he return, 
Tell him," the old man cried, 

^ I did not chide his conduct stem, 
And bless'd him ere I died. 

" The fault was mine," Valenci sigh'd, 

^' I am author of my woe ; 
My God hath humbled aU my pride. 

And I deserve the blow. 

" For when in Clara's arms he lay, 
I brought my sword and spear. 

And taught my baby boy to play 
With implements of fear. 

^* I set the seed in his young heart. 
That blossoms rare might blow ; 

I rear'd it with seductive art, 
l" hen bade it not to grow. 
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^' My children dying one by one, 

Too late my fault I saw ; 
Too late ! — ^too late ! — ^the deed was done ; 

He loy'd no sound but war. 

" Adele ! Adele ! where art thou, child ? 

I cannot feel thee near:" 
" May Heaven guard !" he faintly smiled : 

And Death was conqueror here. 



The castle owns another lord, 
A mighty knight of fame ; 

The vassels trembled at his word, 
And fear'd to speak his name. 

Adele beheld her guardian come, 
She met him, bathed in tears ; 

But with the honey of his tongue. 
He calm'd away her fears. 
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The sun uprose, the sun went down. 

No lov'd RoUtnd came home ; 
No bard of late sings his renown, 

The hero is unknown. 

Oh where is he, that brave young knight, 

Whom dead his kindred mourn ; 
Wakes he no more with morning light, 

To greet the rosy mom ? 

Oh ! he hath pass'd a chequer'd life. 

Now saddest of them all ; 
Now foremost in the battle's strife. 

Now at the banquet hal}. 

He leads the fairest dame along. 

In courtly dance to move ; 
Himself the envied of that throng. 

He smiles, but not with love. 

Now sits he at the festive board 

The gayest of the gay ; 
They pledge Valenci's aged lord. 

His mirth hath pass'd away. 
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But now he knows another change, 
Which chance of war hath made ; 

It bids his feet a dungeon range, 
His home a living grave. 

At first he laughed his fears away, 
For youthful hope is great : 

He dream'd of freedom, life, and day. 
And friends to Uberate. 

But sun uprose, and sun went down. 
He watch'd the one faint ray. 

That ne'er a cherish'd hope did crown, 
Scarce told him it was day. 

Then pray'd he as the greatest boon. 
That, though unknown to all, 

He soon might fill the silent tomb, 
Undeck'd by sword or pall. 

But otherwise it was decreed. 
When dead his foeman lay ; 

Yet small the joy that he was freed, 
Whose life fast ebb'd away. 
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Many, many a week and day, 

In that wild land so strange ; 
So near to death the warrior lay. 

Too near to heed the change. 

But laughing health with rosy hi^e, 

Embrac'd him as of yore ; 
He liv'd, and far the wonder flew ; 

" He lives ! we deem'd no more." 

He yeam'd towards his own dear land, 

The scenes of love and truth ; 
And soon his courser paVd its strand. 

And sought the home of youth. 

Rolknd beholds the turrets high. 

He stays his flery steed ; 
Oh ! wherefore doth that proud man sigh ? 

Why doth he not proceed ? 

There is a weight upon his heart. 

He dares not go more near ; 
Why doth that bitter tear drop start ? 

Why leans he on his spear ? 
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There is a feeling in his breast 

He never felt before ! 
Oh ! what portends his mind's unrest, 

On viewing scenes of yore ? 

He slowly turned his horse's head — 

He cannot enter now ; 
He seeks the valley's mossy bed, 

Then climbs the mountain's brow. 

A cottage stood upon its height, 

A stripling page was near ; 
The fair boy eyed the stranger knight, 

But show'd no signs of fear. 

He help'd the chief with his fair hand ; 

He held the restive steed ; 
While to the ground sprung proud RoUtnd, 

And thank'd him for such need. 

Then to that cottage entered in. 

He call'd for goodly cheer. 
And while they gaily tended him 
He sought of home to he!ir. 
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" This is a lovely place, good dame," 

The stranger knight began, 
*^ The lord, methinks, of this domain, 

A fortune favoured man. 

'' Say, hast thou many revels here ? 

Hath ought of late befeU T 
^^ Oh ! nought, sir knight, for many a year, 

In troth know I to tell^ 

" My lord is dead and his fair wife, 

And one has ta'en the land. 
Who was the &ther^s friend in life, 

And woo'd the daughter's hand. 

^^ He was the maiden's guardian, sir. 

To make her his he swore : 
He loved her broad lands more than her, 

He loved her jewell'd store. 

^' Oh I sadly wept our lady fair. 

In her dull chamber lone ; 
And oft she cried, in each sad pray'r, 

* Oh send Yalenci home ! ' 
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" But fair Adele might weep and pray, 

'Twas all of no avail ; 
He little cared that she said nay, 

For force could there prevail. 

" The night before the bridal mom 

Our lovely lady fled, 
All thro' the rain and thro' the storm, — 

She held not these in dread. 

" With peep of early morning dim, 
The Abbey gate she view'd ; 

It open'd wide, — ^she enter'd in, 
In mournful, mournful mood." 

" And wrathful was that mighty knight. 

Upon the morrow mom ; 
As many cried, * the lady's flight 

Doth prove the lady's scorn.' 

" I cannot tell thee more, sir knight^ 
Save that he seiz'd the land ; 

He robb'd our lady of her right. 
Nor fears the heir's demand." 
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The woman paused, and young Rolknd, 

Did fiercely, fiercely frown ! 
He lean'd his head on his mailed hand. 

And drew his visor down. 

Anon he spoke in altered tone, 

" Where did Adela flee ? 
Oh ! is the convent still her home ? 

And is she — is she free ?" 

*^ Ah no ! — she feared too much his right, 

Who was her guardian left ; 
And doom'd for aye her beauty bright, 

Of every hope bereft. 

" She entered no noviciate. 

And ere her guardian come 
To claim her at that Abbey's gate, 

She was a veiled nun !" 

" He lean'd his head on his mailed hand," 

And bitter silence kept ; 
He thought of the past, that proud Roland — 

He thought of it, and wept ! 
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Roland looks from that turret's height, 
Its brave, acknowledged lord ; 

He's won it from that traitor knight, 
Who fell beneath his sword. 

Many a lord and gentle dame, 

Now grace Valenci's hall ; 
And he receiveth there again, 

Warm greetings from them all. 

He thinks of whom, as beaut/s queen. 
Should lead the dance along : 

The foremost in that festive scene, 
The gayest of that throng. 

He thinks of that majestic form. 
Which ebon' robes enshroud ; 

A jewell'd suit it should adorn. 
And head that noble crowd. 
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He thinks upon her beauty's bloom, 

Once brilliant as the day ; 
He hath not power to cheer her doom, • 

And mourns her slow decay. 

He thinks upon his father dead. 

He hears his parting pray'r ; 
It breathes a blessing on his head — 

A curse were lighter there ! 

He hath achieved his youthful dreams, 

He's won the praise he sought ; 
And glory's sunshine o'er him beams, 

But hath small pleasure brought. 

Alas ! alas ! that this should be 

So oft the bitter truth ; 
That joy and happiness should flee, 

Thro' granted pray'rs of youth ! 

But since 'tis so— oh ! never breathe 

A pray'r for earthly pride ; 
To God alone, thy wishes leave — 

Think how Valenci's died ! 
c 2 
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THE TWIN NOVICES OF ST. AGATHA. 



A TALE. 



Their eyes first open'd to the light, 

Upon the self-same mom ; 
And Nature, with her choicest gi^, 

Bedeck'd each tiny form. 
Their brows she fashion'd in a mould, 

Which hid no lightsome thought ; 
And gave their violet eyes to gleam, 

With love from Heaven caught. 



Around their heads in golden waves. 
Their silken tresses hung ; 

Most cherub-like and fair were they. 
Gay, beautiful, as young. 
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They grew and strengthen'd day by day, 

In comeliness and grace ; 
And beauty and affection there, 

Were link'd in close embrace. 



Of noble family they were, 

Of proud ancestral birth ; 
But riches scantily were shed, 

Around their priceless worth. 
And they were not the only bom, 

There was one other one ; 
Their father^s worshipp'd child was she, 

Who all his love had won. 



Of a proud and stately bearing, 

Was this fair first-bom girl, 
With lips like rubies' richest red, 

And teeth of orient pearl : 
Her rich dark hair of chestnut brown. 

Her marble temples shade. 
And to her dark eyes' flashing glance, 

The many homage paid. 
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And how l^e father prized the gem, 

His own, his house's pride ; 
And any cause was always won. 

When she stood by his side. 
And many suitors sought her hand, 

Of noblest rank and poVr. 
The twins were rear'd to wear the veil, 

T'enhance a sister's dow'r. 



They envied not her courted smile, 

They wept not o'er their doom, 
But culled with patient, busy hands> 

For her the orange bloom. 
They gaz'd upon her as a star. 

Whose rank's ordained bright ; 
They had been nurtur'd in the thought, 

And, therefore, deem'd it right. 



And she, the noble and the proud. 
Of years hath just eighteen ; 

While they, her beauteous sisters, 
Scarce fifteen suns have seen. 
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'Twas sweet to see those tall fair twins, 

With arms entwined stand, 
While each reads love in th* other^s glance, 

And clasps a sister^s hand. 



They sat together by the brook. 

And listened to the wind ; 
They mark'd the wood-bird wing its flight. 

Nor leave a trace behind. 
They rov'd by rill and rivulet. 

And pluck'd the op'ning flow'rs. 
And shook their dewy spangled bells. 

Counting the waning hours. 



But hark ! loud rings the marriage bell, 

Upon the bridal mom ; 
And busy maids with costly robes, 

The fair young bride adorn. 
Then see approach with quick'ning gait, 

And eyes cast lowly down ; 
The sisters on a sister's head. 

Do place the nuptial crown. 
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And they, the sylph-like noble twins, 

Do wear a mask of joy, 
That on the sister's happiness, 

There may fall no alloy. 
In sweeping robes of pearly white, 

On either side they stand ; 
Each gazes on her rosary, 

Or clasps it in her hand. 



'Tis o'er ! — ^the day is past and gone. 

Upon life's busy stage, 
Another scene is acting now, 

Mark'd on a sadder page. 
The abbey bells are sweetly chim'd. 

Priests walk in stately file. 
And join in chant the solemn voice, 

Pacing the sacred aisle. 



With the loud organ's pealing notes, 

Re-echoes the lofty dome, 
When Count Alvano's lovely daughters 

Enter their future home. 
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Softly sad the music swelleth, 

Many a sigh is heard, 
But from the lips of the bending nuns, 

There falleth not a word. 



And kneeling at the altar steps, 

The sisters lowly bow ; 
Assuming there the snowy veil, 

They give the novice vow. 
The gates are closed, they sigh farewell, 

And hang their drooping heads ; 
And o'er their graceful shrouded forms, 

Night's orb her radiance sheds. 



When o'er the convent the setting sun 

Doth cast his crimson rays. 
Each rich and deeply stained pane. 

His mellow'd light displays : 
Then through the cloisters the nuns behold 

The lov'd and loving twins ; 
They breathe a blessing on each head, 

So free from earthly sins. 
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They watch them as they move along, 

So light and noiselessly, 
As 'mid the waves of their yellow hair 

The wind plays toyingly. 
And as they pace the gloomy aisle, 

They their tuneful voices raise ; 
And to the Lord and righteous God, 

They sing sweet hymns of praise. 



And now eight moons have pass'd, and still 

The twins live on together : 
live on — alas ! yes, but ere long. 

Death those bonds will sever. 
For on the brow and cheeks of one, 

There burns a fever glow ; 
The other's eyes are dim with tears. 

Her heart is full of woe. 



She leans beside her sister's couch. 
Herself so wan and pale, 

And bitter are the tears she sheds. 
For hope itself doth fail : 



OF THE MIND. 27 

Her arms around the dying one 

She clasps with stifled moan ; 
Bat the brow she kisses, damp and cold, 

Proclaims the spirit flown. 



'Twas sad to gaze upon her thus, 

Transfix'd with sorrow there ; 
To see her press her thin small hand, 

And mark her mute despair. 
The nuns drew round with soothing words, 

And bade her come away ; 
They tore her from her sister^s form. 

Still dear, though lifeless clay. 



And when the midnight bell proclaim'd 

The funeral hour come, 
She walk'd in silence by the bier 

Of her, whom heav'n had won : 
Though grief forbade her voice to join 

The solemn chanting then, 
She breath'd a pray'er within her heart, 

And sigh'd a sad Amen. 
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And from that time no day pass'd o'er, 

But by that grave was seen 
A weeping and a veiled form — 

'Twas that of Imogene 1 
And as in life her love was fixed 

All on that sister fair, 
So now in death that cold grave held 

That love close buried there. 



She nursed the lilies on the sod. 

Bespangled with her tears ; 
And, in the summer sighing gale, 

Her sister^s voice she hears : 
She noted not the flight of time. 

The quick receding year. 
Nor sigh'd to know the new would seal 

Her days to the convent drear. 



Again the abbey bell peals forth 

With loud melodious note. 
Again the sisterhood throng the choir. 

Another to devote : 
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The priests stand there in silken robes, 

Which fall in many a fold, 
All broider'd o'er with fioVrets gay, 

And stiff with woven gold. 



Boys in scarlet and snowy lawn. 

The holy incense bear ; 
'Tis sad to mark on each young brow 

How gloom is settled there : 
Th' abbess sign'd to four aged nuns 

To bid the novice haste ; 
They found her on the cold damp ground. 

By welcome death embraced ! 



Yes, by the side of Inez' grave, 

With smiles she wooed her fate ; 
There died upon the last sad day 

Of her noviciate. 
Side by side are they sleeping now, 

Whom death had ta'en so soon ; 
And with the gayest, sweetest flow'rs, 

The nuns bedeck their tomb. 
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THE PHRENSY KING. 



Oh, the Phrensy king ! the Phrensy king ! 

How far and how wide is his sway o'er the earth ; 
Lo ! he broods aloft on his black, black wing, 

Till roused from his stupor by Fantasy's birth. 
He sweeps thro' the air in his might and his pride, 
And laughs as he scatters his minions wide ; 
His hideous features he clotheth in smiles. 
As viewing the trophies they bring of their guiles : 
Wildly he shouts. 

In his maniac glee ! 
Laughing to scorn. 

All less mighty than he. 
Amid the gay throng, hark ! his voice loudly rings, 
For many do join in the bold song he sings. 
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Yonder, view a maiden stand ; 
Mark her features, cold and bland ! 
Gems that deck her robe so white. 
Seem to vie the mid-daj light. 
Fair flowers adorn her brow, 

And bright is her azure eye ; 
And none around her deem 

Aught hid 'neath her calm reply. 
But the Phrensy king, 
On his featherless wing. 
That moment came gaily by ; 
And he smiled to see, 
That the young bride's glee. 
But mask'd her agony ! 
And his demon laugh rang louder out^ 
Oh I wild was the triumph of his fiendish shout ! 
When he saw that with a smiling eye, 
And slight tum'd lip, she made reply : 
For his seal in her heart he could descry. 
And knew that she swore to a deadly lie ! 



Sounds of merriment meet the ear. 
Pleasure's votaries are near ; 
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Flatt'ry tunes her silver lute, 
Bidding dove-eyed Truth be mute : 
One is there amid the throng, 
One who lists not to her song ; 
With none she fellowship doth own, 
Amid the crowd she stands alone ! 
Most strangely fashion'd was her mind, 

All her fancies over- wrought ; 
A word could blast her cup of joy. 

Banish ev'ry blissful thought. 
Yet pride would shield the bitter wound, 

Th' unmov'd glance, the answer cold. 
The jesting tongue, the haughty mien. 
Nought of secret mis'ry told. 
But when afar, from that gay throng. 
Whoe'er thus moved her soul to wrong, 
And woke these thoughts within her breast. 
Of undefinable unrest. 

Oh could ye note the agony ! 
Which dwells within her swollen eye, 
And hear her soul's despairing cry, — 
" Mercy ! O God ! — and let me die !" 
Ye would not wonder the Phrensy king 
Should rest upon his untir'd wing ; 
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And merrily shout to his minion crew, 
As th' expiring vision'ry meets his view. 
He waveth aloft his terrible wand. 

As wildly on Death she calls ! 
But 'neath the dart of that Merctftd One! 
All powerless it falls. 
Then the Phrensy king, 
On his featherless wing, 
Did shriek as he pass'd her by ; 
And he sigh'd to see, 
From her cheek did flee. 
All traces of agony. 
And his demon laugh rang louder out ; 
Oh, wild was the sound of his fiendish shout ! 
When he saw that with a smiling eye. 
The maiden vieVd pale Death draw nigh : 
For peace in her heart he could descry. 
And, shrieking, vanished on high ! 
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THE ORPHAN'S FABBWBLL. 



From the land of my fathers I go, 

My home and my country forsworn ; 
For the scythe of old Time hath brought woe, 

The hopes of my childhood are gone ! 
From my birth-place I now am a ranger, 

Oh ! sad is the hour to part ; 
Other climes will receive me, a stranger, 

But this e'er containeth my heart. 

It is woe, bitter woe ! 
That biddeth me go. 



Oh, the hours of infancy's joy, 
I think of them but with regret, 

What delight brought the new purchased toy, 
I remember, remember it yet. 
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The bright daisies I pluck'd from the sod^ 

The buttercup's transparent gold, 
With what grace did their pretty heads nod, 
O'er fingers that did them enfold. 

And the most lovely floVrs, 
Were twin'd in those hours. 



The cottage with ivy o'eigrown, 

The fishing stream rippling close by, 
The winds thro' the trees gently moan, 

E'en now I can hear their soft sigh. 
My mother, my falser; are there ; 

My sisters, my brothers, I see ! 
Ah, no ! I but mock my despair — 

There only remaineth but me. 

The loved ones are dead. 

And those sweet days have fled. 



Laura, soon my arms shall enfold ibee I 
Dear mother, ere long I shaU come ; 

My sisters, too, I shall behold ye. 
Robed bright as yon dazzling sun. 
D 2 
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Sweet voices shall ring at that meeting, 

No more shall we sigh an adieu ; 
I live but in hopes of that greeting, 
Bless'd thought, the embracing of you ! 
But oh ! who can say, 
When's the joy of that day. 



To my country I now sigh farewell, 

I stand on the wide world alone ; 
No language my sorrow can tell. 

Where, where shall I find me a home ? 
Oh, my life it is robb'd of its charm. 

No pleasure have I but to weep ; 
No joy can my mis'ry disarm. 

Death's arrow hath struck far too deep. 
O'er the waters I go, 
From the land of my woe. 



Oh, moments of youthful delight I 
Ah ! where are there sharers with me ? 

Gentle spirits of heavenly light, 

Still, still my thoughts wander to ye. 
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Again we are weaving the flowers, 

To bind the bright locks of dear Kate, 
As frisking beneath the green bowers. 
She fondles her shaggy playmate. 

But now 'neath the cold sod, 
She hath fled unto God. 



My mother, you've left me awhile, 

All desolate now is my heart ; 
Oh, I pray thee look down with a smile — 

Why, why were we doomed to part ? 
I know that the earth is as fair, 

That birds fly as gay on their wings ; 
But who so oppressed with care, 

Heeds the beauty of perishing things ? 
That sound bitterest fell: 
Thy farewell ! thy farewell ! 

f 
The fond brother whose dark brow.press'd. 

As o'er the thick volume he por'd ; 

E'en his proud soaring soul is at rest. 

It hath winged its flight to the Lord. 
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My father no more can I see ; 

Dear Philip^ he followed thee soon — 
The last that remained with me. 
And that but for one waning moon. 

My hopes» they are crush'd ; 
My mirth, it is hush'd. 



My birth-place, where blew the wild thyme. 

That lovely, that sweet shaded cot, 
It hath pass'd like all that was mine, 

Oh, sad and forlorn is my lot ! 
To England I now bid adieu. 

Oh, bear me ye waves £^ away; 
Tho' Time is as fickle as you, 

His dictates we all must obey. 

The gale doth beat high, 
It bears my good-bye. 
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BEAUTIFUL CLOUDS. 



Oh, beautiful clouds ! beautiful clouds ! 

How dear are your forms to me ! 
Sweeping along in fastastic crowds, 

What fairy arm'd knights we see I 
Now flinty rocks show their frowning heads, 

How rugged their paths and steep ! 
Yet yon great chief no destruction dreads, 

As he leaps from peak to peak. 
Oh wondrous deeds in your forms we see^ 

Beautiful, shadowy clouds ! 
And life changeth as quickly as seen in ye. 

Bridal robes to mould'ring shrouds. 

Oh, beautiful clouds ! beautiful clouds ! 

Who loveth not your rainbow sea ; 
Oh fickle, fickle, life emblem clouds ! 

I lose myself in watching ye. 
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The moon doth shed her silver light. 

Then bedeck'd in sober grey, 
In wreathy crowds ye greet the night, 

And moumfiil thoughts convey. 
Oh, wondrous deeds in your forms we see, 

Feathery, crested clouds ! 
And we view as in life, in your dancing glee, 

Bridal wreaths and cypress'd shrouds. 

In beautiful clouds ! beautiful clouds ! 

See the mighty Titans fight ! 
But now a thick mist the host enshrouds, 

They*re gone, they're sunk firom my sight. 
In elfin halls, with towers of gold, 

An innocent race now ride ; 
They are young, they are lovely, and bold. 

And scatter bliss far and wide. 
Oh, wondrous deeds in your forms we see, 

Beautiful, shadowy clouds ! 
True, all changes of life we behold in ye, 

Broken vows, and sepulchral shrouds. 
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YOUTH, MANHOOD, AGE. 



Youth hath its sunny, sunny hours, 

Its health, its str^igth, its mirth, its flow'rs ; 

It hath its rosy lip and cheek. 

And sparkling eyes which rarely weep : 

It gaily drains the cup of pleasure, 

And rarely thinks the draught to measure. 



The rip'ning years of life the prime. 
Whose praise is sung in many a rhyme ; 
Your claimants most the present love, 
And seldom cast a thought above ; 
Nor deem that Time will dim that view, 
Until he aim his dart at you. 
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Old age then comes with boasted store 
Of knowledge, gain'd from days of yore ; 
It hath the rev'rence which is paid, 
By all who seek the aged's aid ; 
It hath its hoary locks and mien, 
But is it what it feign would seem ? 



Youth, Manhood, Age — ^what are your charms ? 

Know ye not each the heart's alarms ? 

But if as much as ye love the form, 

Ye sought the spirit to adorn, 

Oh ye would own eternal youth ! 

And older years would prove its truth. 



Then ev'ry, ev'ry fleeting sun 
Would pass not as it had begun ; 
But each would add one golden ray 
To an immortal crown's display : 
Then waning years would brightest be, 
And fitter for eternity. 
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THE NATIVITY. 



The night was cold, and bleak the winds, 

Which heralded the mom ; 
No sound was heard upon the day 

The infant Grod was bom. 

The mighty ones of earth tum'd pale — 
Aghast they stood wil^ fear ! 

To know that that long-promised One, 
Thus late in time, was near. 

And in a manger, rudely dad. 

The young Redeemer lay. 
While there unnumbered legions bright 

Of seraph angels pray. 

By his hard couch wing'd cherubim, 

In lovely order spread, 
Uniting their pure voices sweet. 

The Holy Scriptures read. 
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Behold the Virgin watching him, 
With all a mother's care ; 

What joy her thoughtful eyes illume, 
When smiles his features wear. 

Yes, there the son of Grod did lie, 
With hard straw for his bed ; 

No purple there, no pillows white 
Support his infant head. 

And all without was bleak and wild. 
The snow was on the ground, 

All dark the sky, but for the star. 
By which the child was found. 

Upon the air sweet music swam, 
To cheer the wise-men's way, 

Led by the star of Bethlehem, 
With bright refulgent ray. 

When they the God of peace beheld, 
They bended low the knee. 

According as that One had said, — 
" Lo, worship him as me." 



OF THB MIND. 45 

Then tune your harps, O Israel ! 

And loud his praises sing, 
Who, from Jehovah's throne on high. 

Did bless'd redemption bring. 



THE WREATH. 



'Tis August, the sun doth in glory arise, 
To herald the birth-day of one whom I prize ; 
The flowers look gaily, the birds sweetly sing. 
For thee Nature smiles, and birds fly on the wing, 
m gather thee roses, and sweet mignionette. 
And bind them with myrtle in love's closest net ; 
ni weave in a garland, ah every flower. 
That's emblem of virtue, goodness, or power ; 
And sing to the praise of thy still gentle mind, 
While murmuring streams sing replies to the wind. 
Ill seek on the hills, and in yon lowly dell. 
To find the dark poppy, and graceful blue bell; 



46 SPRING FLOWERS 

The valley's fidr lily of transparent hue 
Shall twine with the shamrock,* so wished for by you ; 
The Michaelmas daisy with these I will bring, 
And place the white violet first on the string. 
For thee I would wander o'er river and lea, 
Or brave all the fears of the dark rolling sea ; 
Though parted for years, or tho' parted for aye. 
No distance need ever thy warm heart affray. 
The ninth day of August for ever will be, 
A day, dearest mother, held sacred to thee ; 
For still I will gather all flowers in bloom. 
E'en from the bright mallow to flowering broom ; 
And form in a wreatii rich japonicas gay. 
Pale pink convolvulus, and leaves of the bay ; 
And place next the ivy^ the emblem of hope, 
With> tusalage sweety, and the fftir heliotrope ; 
Fuschia low drooping, campanulas bright. 
And proud scarlet lily, all own as thy right. 
Believe me, dear mother, the heart of thy chiM 
E'er treasures thy precepts persuasively mild, 
And still unto thee tunes her fond lowly lay, 
Wishing — ^many happy returns of this day. 

* Four-leaved shamrock. 
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MORNING. 



Oh, beautiful morning, how fair 'tis to see, 
The bright rising sun in his proud majesty ! 
How fresh smells the air, as it softly floats by, 
And bids all awaken, and to the fields hie ; 
The tall grass doth droop, 'tis so laden with dew, 
But rises when sol in the blue sky we view. 

Oh there is a stillness in aweet early mom. 
That beautiful Nature methinks doth adorn, 
And leading the spirit from all earthly things, 
Until the wrapt soul at its maker's feet brings : 
Oh purer, much wiser, and better are they. 
Who yielding up earth, pave a heavenly way. 

Arouse ye, arouse ye, from unneeded sleep. 

Behold the young sun through the close casement peep ! 

Up ! up ! all ye youthful, nor longer delay. 

All Nature doth cry, "from your chambers away !" 

The reapers are out, the ripe com must be cut, 

For sunshine neglected no time can make up. 
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The morning of life I oh how fair to behold 
Are thy beauteous claimants, so joyous and bold ! 
Unheeding the future their hours pass by 
In innocence happy, tho' bom but to die ; 
Beware, rosy urchins, those forms will soon bend. 
If life's early mom ye should recklessly spend. 

The stars are fast fading, Aurora is near. 
She heralds the sun, his bright pathway to clear ; 
The grey clouds tum pale at her gathering light, 
They fade and they vanish away at the sight ; 
A soft breeze is stealing o'er mountain and lawn, 
And rosy clouds welcome the beautiful mom. 
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THE UNKNOWN. 



There sat upon an old tomb stone, 
With moss and ivy all o'ergrown, 

An aged white haired man : 
He sad and weary gazed around, 
But the cool breeze bore not a sound 

Unto the pilgrim wan. 

Tradition tells, he made a home, 
Within a cell by Nature shown. 

And which tall firs conceal'd ; 
And there he lived a hermit's life, 
Unshackled &om all human strife, 

His poverty his shield. 

And many deem'd that he had been, 
Not always what he now might seem, 

A good, kind, village sage : 
With courage flagg'd, and spirit broke, 
A soul that folly ne'er could yoke, 

Though humbled now by age. 
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The village damsels sought his gate, 
They presents brought of cream and date, 

And wreath'd the porch with flowers ; 
And little children climb his knee, 
The young, the beauteous, and the free. 

All blithe as summer hours. 

He sought that youthM tribe to teach. 
He counsel gave to all and each, 

Though words were all his store ; 
But though to all he answers made. 
Unto whatever they had said. 

They lingei^d by his door. 

The old man smil'd, he se^n'd to guess. 
The wish so oft they did express, 

To know his by-gone days. 
"My friends," he cried, "Fve promis'd oft. 
My early life to herald forth, 

Though few may heed my lays. 

The sun hath sunk beneath the wave. 
My cell the evening tide doth lave, 
The shepherd is for home ; 
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To-morrow shall my tale be toW, 
A tragic one ! its actors cold, 
Save me, and me alone." 

The morrow came, — ^they form'd a group, 
And rais'd a seat lest he should droop, 

Relating sorrows flown ; 
They murmured soft, and waited long. 
Unwilling to believe in wrong. 

Their fears afraid to own. 

Then eagerly they sought his cell ; 
What there they found, oh, sad to teU ! 

A corpse, stretch'd on the bed I 
Whatever he'd been none ever knew. 
But o'er his grave the cypress grew. 

And flowers fragrance shed. 



SACBEI) SONG. 

Raise your voices, oh ye nations, 
Swell the sweet harmonious strain ; 

Awake the harp and tuneful lyre, 

Sing to the universal Sire ; 
Come and celebrate his name. 
£ 2 
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Sing, "Thou all wise! 
Unsearchable ! 
Thou source of truth, 
To thee be praise !" 

Bring the plaintive seven-string'd lute- 
Make the golden chords to sound ; 
Sweep the hand o'er the trembling strings, 
Let each note cheer us as it rings, 
For the theme is without bound. 
Then let us join 
The tuneftil clang ; 
Proclaiming him 
Father and Lord ! 

Chant with hearts of joy, and lowly ; 

Clear, not shrill, be the tune ye sing : 
Pray ye fervently, deep, and strong ; 
Pour forth a sweet thanksgiving song, 
Making heaven with echoes ring. 
Of that great name, 
By all adored ; 
The name we love, 
Jehovah! Grod! 
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SPRING IS COMING. 



BeautiM Spring, thou art coming again, 
The crocus peeps forth to welcome thy reign, 
Pleasure and mirth appear in thy train, 

With hope and joy. 

Winter recedes, with his frosts and his snows ; 
Flora's first offspring its pearly head shows ; 
Boreas hoarse, lulls the winds in repose — 
For thou art seen. 

Glorious orb of Springes lengthening day, 
Once again I behold thy joyous display. 
Tinging the west with a ruddier ray. 

Rosy and bright. 

Flickering clouds of sad wintry hue. 
Thy strengthening light doth quickly subdue ; 
Streaking fantastic with brightest of blue, 
The sombre sky. 
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Earth now appears in a soft verdant dress^ 
On the grassy carpet our footsteps press ; 
Poverty's offspring doth pluck and caress 
The daisy floVr. 

Fresh are the breezes which waft thee along ; 
Bright are the clouds thou ridest among ; 
Forests re-echo with the choral song 

Of the feathery tribe. 

The warm sunshine gildeth the azure main ; 
Of the gloomy days gone no traces remain ; 
Beautiful Spring, we behold thee Qgain, 

And cry, "All hail!" 

Chirrupping grasshoppers once more we hear ; 
Bright is the high sky, and rosy and cleaf ; 
Fields re-robed most inviting appear, 

In budding prime. 

Lordly swans on the green-swarded lake. 

Dip their curved necks, and white plumage shake ; 

Riding as monarchs in majestic state. 

With heads erect. 
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Beetles of every yarying green, 
With caterpillars in glossy sheen. 
And inseots innumerable, are seen 

Cer hedge and field. 

Frolicsome lambs seek the shade of the trees ; 
Sportive children on the butterfly seize, 
While their light laugh falls on the balmy breeze 
With ringing sound. 

Beautiful Spring ! oh how much loVd art thou ? 
Many will bless thee who're sorrowful now, 
For thou bringest back to the pallid one's brow 
The hue of health. 

In the beautiful fields he roves once more ; 
He vieweth enraptured thy blossoming store, 
And thinks how his days have passed of yore, 
And greets thee well. 

He lists to the birds' sweet warbling strains, 
And waketh to love, which e'er remains ; 
And murmurs, as o'er him the feeling gains, 
"How good is God!" 
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We see thy messenger, beautiful Spring ! 
We hear at dawn the lark carolling sing ; 
And view aloft^ on his wide spreading wing, 
The black-hued crow. 

Beautiful Spring, thou art coming again ; 
Pleasure and mirth appear in thy train ; 
We joyfully greet thy beneficent reign — 

" Welcome, Spring! hail !" 



THE IDIOT CHILD. 

A TALE. 

The golden sun had kiss'd the azure sea. 
The lonely nightingale melodiously 

Sent forth his song ; 
The woodlands wild re-echoed with his note. 
While slept 'neath evening's grey-hued cloak 

The feathery throng. 

There is a sweetness in the balmy air, 
Which bids avaunt pale grief, and haggard care, 
The child of woe. 
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And is it true that such bright scenes as this, 
Can only open upon love and bliss ? 
Alas ! not so. 

For oft within the sunniest hour, 
Affliction's cloud o'er some doth lower, 

Obscuring day. 
The blooming rose its perfume loseth then, 
'And all the charms of mountain, vale, and glen, 

Sink to decay. 

And thus obscur'd was that bright summer day. 
Which saw thy mother, Lola, pass away, 

To other worlds. 
Thou saVst not then the smile on beauty's lip, 
Nor ruddy sun beneath the waters dip 

His golden curls. 

Ah ! no ! the veil of grief had clothed in night 
The beauteous hues of Nature from thy sight, 

And all was dark. 
It seem'd as tho' thou couldst not speak nor think, 
'Twere possible that Death had broke that link. 

Had quench'd that spark. 
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But yet that it was true thine own heart told. 
Or else why this despair ?-*--and why so cold 

Her shrunken hand ? 
It was not wont in life, thus to return 
Thine eager clasp, to whom her heart did yearn, 

With feelings fond. 

Yes, she is dead, and angels wing their flight 
From those bright realms, unmeajsurably light, 

Of endless day ; 
And bear the soul to those glad courts above, 
Where peace doth ever reign, and boundless love, 

Which ne'er decay. 

Didst thou then hear, oh, Lola! those sweet strains, 
Which greet the spirit when that realm it gains? 

Singing, "All haUr 
Yes, Lola's faith did pierce beyond the tomb, 
And angels bore unto her heart of gloom 

The welcome tale. 

Still rung upon thine ear her dying words, — 
The murm'ring stream, the wind, the tuneful birds. 
Re-echoed them, — 
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<< Oh guard thy brother, Lola, dear V* they cried ; 
" And blessings be upon thee," the rocks replied, 
And sung " Amen." 

And where was he, of whom that mother spoke ? 
Was he not there, when she sank 'neath the stroke 

Her fleeting breath ? 
Yes, he was there, and wept, yet did not weep 
For her ; for he knew not that she did sleep 

The sleep of death : 

But wept, because he saw the tears fall fast 
From Lola's eyes^ that they so long should last 

Upon her cheek ; 
And render dim the light of her blue eye. 
On which he gaz'd, but met with no reply. 

And so did weep. 

He sat him down beside his sister's feet, 

And gaz'd with wistful look, and still did weep. 

Till Lola spoke : 
And then he almost shriek'd with joy to hear 
The much lov'd voice which, falling on his ear, 

His stupor broke. 



60 SPRING FLOWERS 

And there they sat until the sun went down, 
And night majestic set her silver crown 

High in the clouds : 
The glist'ning stars, above the dreaming world, 
Peep'd thro' the shadowy clouds, which wreath'd 
and curl'd, In spiral crowds. 

And balmy sleep rock'd in his downy car, 
Preceded by thy light, sweet evening star, 

Bode on the wind : 
And Nature bade him welcome with a smile. 
And mankind, resting from their toil awhile, 

New vigour find. 

AndLola watch'd her charge, that pale, weak child; 
She hid her sorrow in her heart, and smiled. 

To please the boy : 
For little Henry could not teU for why, 
The tears should chase away from Lola's eye 

The glance of joy. 

He was a gentle child, with waving hair, 
His eyes were blue, and delicately fair 

His roseless cheek ; 
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He spoke nor played as other children would. 
But in the forest brake, or lonely wood, 

For floVrs would seek. 

He seem'd almost afraid of those who sought 
To make him join in noisy boyhood's sport, 

By them deem'd right ; 
And they would chide his sister, that she gave 
The boy his will, to court the woodland glade, 

And shun their sight 

And Lola saw with anguish, that the child 
Upon whose head tho' six bright suns had smiled, 

No reason dawn. 
She saw and moum'd to think upon his soul. 
No ray of heavenly light as yet did roll. 

And wept forlorn. 

She lov'd him truly, fondly, more than all. 
And oftentimes unbidden tears would fall. 

For him, poor boy. 
She thought upon the charge her mother gave, 
She deem'd her ever nigh, a seraph shade^ 

Sweet source of joy. 
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Then from her mind would Lola chase away 
All thoughts of future years, and their display 

Would leave to God. 
For soon she saw how more than vain the task 
To gather hope, from things which Time may blast 

Beneath his rod. 

How sad the thought, that he might manhood gain, 
Yet lacking mind, which brook'd all art to train, 

To reason's way. 
That thought was sad, and yet how sad to think. 
That he in youth all of life's cup should drink. 

And pass away. 

Poor little Henry he would sit and play, 
By Lola's side, the whole, the livelong day, 

Entwining flow'rs. 
Of daisies bright, and yellow ears of com. 
With foxglove gay, he coronals would form. 

In summer hours. 

And when the sun in noontide splendour rode, 
He in the churchyard's gloom or shady grove, 
Would choose his seat ; 
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Or on some mossy crowned bank would lie, 
And watch the lordly swan go sailing by, 
Beneath his feet. 

But most of all he lov'd his mother^s grave. 
O'er which the weeping willows cast their shade. 

And lilies bloom : 
Yet why he loVd it, Heniy scarcely knew. 
For his &vorite flowers never grew 

Within its gloom. 

With roses' p^ume that sad place was sweet ; 
But th'only rose he lov'd deck'd Lola's cheek, 

And that^ how pale ! 
'Twas not that Riilomel sang sweetly there, 
No strains hannonioiis bone upon Uie air, 

A lover^s tale. 

It was not for its seat of grassy tur^ 

'Twas not that there the bluest bells had birth, 

And ivy crept ; 
It was that when his mother passed away, 
He watch'd his sister kneel there many a day, 

And knew she wept. 
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It was that Lola now seem'd happy there, 
Decking that spot with garlands bright and rare, 

Of white and red. 
He saw her train the ivy o'er the tomb, 
Enshrining in a bower of perfume 

The cherish'd dead. 

He sought that spot^ because 'twas dear to her, 
Or otherwise the hill side crown'd with fir, 

The mossy dell ; 
The verdant vale, with many gushing rill. 
The green-sward soft, the sunny herbaged hill. 

He lov'd fuU weU. 

And Lola, as a mother, watch'd the child. 
And that it pleas'd him, she the hours beguil'd 

With minstrelsy ; 
Oft as she sat beside their cottage door, 
He'd deck her head with gems of Flora's store, 

And laugh with glee. 

She never chid his mirth, though she was sad. 
But check'd her tears, that Henry might be glad 
To see her smile ; 
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For she knew her influence o'er the boy, 
How looks of woe would banish ev'ry joy, 
His peace beguile. 

She sought to gather meaning in his words ; 
Wooed as his teachers, flowers, insects, birds — 

Ought he lov'd well. 
Sometimes by reason scarce her hopes were bound, 
But the higher rais'd, more fatal to the ground 

They always fell. 

She strove to make 1^ note the flowers peep, 
The dawn of day in dewy robes to greet, 

Of various shade. 
She taught his tongue to chant th* infant's prayV, 
A task of patience and of tender care, 

But now repaid. 

Thus pass'd three tapid, rolling years away ; 
The ninth sun rose on Henry's natal day. 

Calm and serene : 
The morning dawn'd in beauty bright and clear, 
In the forest sported the fallow deer. 

On herbage green. 
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The woodland featheiy tribe did aweetfy sing 
A song of parting to the doaing Spring, 

A sweet farewelL 
From twig to twig they hopp'd, and spreading bough ; 
O'er bill and glen, and oak^crown'd mountain brow, 

The muflio fell 

The air salubrious kisa'd tb' op'ning flow'rs, 
And woke them up to greet the roegr hours, 

In smiles array'd ; 
On the common waste, by flowering broom 
And glittering fursoe, the lowly daisies bloom. 

Unknowing shade. 

The lark soared high, on wide and buoyant wing ; 
Fair Pleasure from her car to earth did e5)ring, 

With features bland: 
And from her cornucopia, on the ground 
Sweet Plenty scattered ev'ry bliss around. 

With lavish hand. 

And with the birds' first carolling note at mom, 
Young Lola rose, to greet the blushing dawn, 
And sweetly smiled. 
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She bended o'er her lit^ brother's bed, 
She breatii'd a pray'r upon the idiot's head, 
And kiss'd the child. 

And kneelmg by Idnv fresh in betni^B charms, 
He woke — and nmnd her flung his meagre arms, 

In fond embrace. 
^^ Se^ Hemy dear, the sun Is sfaining bright. 
The Httle birds, too, greet him with delight 

In ev'ry place. 

^^ Well go not to the moantam side to^y. 
The sun's so fierce we in the vale will play, 

Where wiUows wave. 
Shall Henry's little kmb go with us too, 
And shaill I deek his neck wkh ribbon blue, 

Which old nurse gave ? 

And Lda will put by her work to-day; 

We% spend the whole, the live long hours in play : 

Eh! Henry dear!" 
" Oh, yes; and gather flowers^^^oh I so Iwight ; 
And weave sueh pretty garlarnds, red and white, 
For Spring is here." 
F 2 
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And Lola gave consent to ev'ry thought, 

Tho' scarcely one was fonn'd ere 'twas made nought^ 

By newer still : 
He waB so varying, altho' so mild ; 
Much patience did it need to tend the child, 

With right good wilL 

His sister had that will, and all the wish, 
To make his childhood's hours, hours of bHss, 

Cheer'd by her smiles. 
She thought not what the future held for him ; 
If th' idiot one might be the tool of sin, 

And folly's guiles. 

She banish'd all such objects from her sight. 
Knowing fiill well, "whatever is, is right,'* 

That is of God. 
To murmur 'gainst His will she never dar'd ; 
Ready to thank if He in mercy spared, 

Or kiss the rod. 

I said it was aiovely day in Spring, 
And that the merry songsters on the wing 
Sang notes of joy : 
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It was^ in trath, a mom moBt beautifiil ; 
All nature Peace survejr'd, and dutiful 

Seem'd all to her. 

Till Disappointment came» and streak'd the sky 
With dubious shades of sad portendency — 

A cheerless view ; 
Anon the sun would banish them away. 
And as a golden flood his light display, 

Of gorgeous hue. 

Butthosedarkclouds still gath'ring greater strength, 
The sun far, far away withdrew at length, 

To other scenes. 
The black'niog clouds came nearer, nearer still. 
Until at last they break ; o'er plain and hill 

The water streams. 

Toung Lola mark'd the threafning clouds display, 
The gloomy tokens of a changing day. 

From sun to rain ; 
And little Henry cast afar his toys, 
And passionately wept o'er promised joys. 

Which now were vain. 
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I sought to fiootiie him, but the angry ohild 
Seem'd irritated by her answers mild. 

To greater grief: 
It was the first time she essa/d in vain 
To win liini back to gentle thoughts again, 

And give relief. 

He sat him down, and watch'd the blacken'd sky ; 
With sullen looks he heard the wind sweep by. 

And rain fall fast. 
The morning waned, yet still he did not move, 
Nor could his sister cheer him ; all her love 

Fail'd in the task. 

She put her arms around the wayward boy, 
And sigh'd to view the storm so much annoy 

The gentle child. 
She kiss'd his brow, she sang her sweetest song, 
She show'd the brightening light the clouds among, 

And then he smiled. 

The rain abated, and the sky once more 
Was tinged with blue, e'en brighter than before, 
And clearer far ; 
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Once more the mm did gild the aeiure sky, 
And douds of rosy hue went floating by, 

Which perfumed are. 

That evening Lola led her brother fbrth, 
And gladly saw dispelled the shade of wrath 

From off his brow : 
He gamboll'd by her, like a wild young fawn ; 
The flush of joy did his pale front adorn. 

So placid now. 

Upon his shoulder Lola placed her hand, 
As by her he in Helva's glen did stand. 

Proffering flow'rs. 
" See, Henry dear, how bright the hue of these ! 
And what hath giy'n the bloom which us doth please. 

But those past showers ? 

''Look on these tender blossoms, brother mine. 
In each bright cup what num'rous beauties shine ! 

Are they not fair? 
Well take this rosebud from among the rest, 
In perfumed sweets and richest colour dress'd. 

Of beauty rare. 



72 SPRING FLOWERS 

"How bright, how soft the robe of moss it wears ! 
How rich, how sweet the perfume that it bears ! 

And firm its stem ! 
At mom these flow'rs were drooping languidly, 
And that same storm you viewed so angrily, 

Thus changed them. 

"How cool the air, how fresh, how more than clear ! 
In robes how soft doth ev'ning's form appear, 

Just at her birth ! 
The very grass which was so harsh before. 
Is soft as velvet to our feet once more, 

Covering earth. 

"I know my Henry loves all this to see. 
Would pluck the fruit too from the laden tree 

In Autumn's prime. 
But budding trees would never yield us fruit, 
K kindly rain ne'er nourish'd branch and root, 

In summer time. 

" Now gaze on Nature, that enrapturing sight, 
Thou knowest why she's robed in new delight. 
And lov'st it well. 
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And will not Henry love that Mighty One ? 
Who all for good sach wondrous things has done, 
His greatness tell I 

"We may not always know for why things are, 
The good may £rom our view be absent far. 

But still 'tis there ; 
How many thousands tread the valley through. 
Nor note the spot where grew these violets blue. 

Precious and rare. 

"It is enough to judge by what we know. 

That all from love, from boundless love must flow. 

Whose source is God : 
It pleases Him to prove it for our gain. 
And for the rest our confidence doth claim — 

A small return." 

Then Henry took bright flowers from her lap^ 
As by her side in watchful mood he sat 

Upon the sod ; 
Then, as to view, he held them in his hand, 
He cried, " were these with forms so gay and grand, 

All made by God ? 
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<^ And were thoee pretty sheDs around onr cot» 
And these gay moths, and this Forget-me-not, 

All made by Him? 
Oh ! then m love Him very, very much !" 
^ Ihy dearest Heniy, fbr He's near to such 

As count on Him.** 

A year, a quickly fleeting year, hath passed, 
And Henry's cheek proclaims this sun his last — 

He soon will die : 
Again stood Lola by the couch of Death, 
And once more Usten'd to the failing breath, 

The deep drawn sigh. 

He sicken'd when the brown leaf falls to earth. 
And pass'd away, ere his lov'd Spring had birth. 

To realms of bliss. 
Who shall portray that sister^s look so wild. 
As with despairing glance the dying child 

She bent to kiss? 

Convulsion seized the tender form ^--4ie died ! 
A single word of parting was denied, 

And Lola weeps ! 
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Poor Lola i thou thy part hast acted well, 
And to thj mother all thy love h€ll tell. 

When she him greets. 



Eight times the glorious sun hath gone his round. 
The heavy golden wheat his rays have crown'd 

With richest hue : 
The rosy apple on the bending tree, 
With juicy grapes the vine we laden see 

With bloom of blue. 

'Tis noon, and rosy children are at play 
Beside that cottage door, with woodbine gay, 

And briar sweet : 
The eldest child, a boy, with dark brown hair. 
And sparkling eyes which told that soul was there, 

Which most did speak. 
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The other two were pretty chubby girls, 
And golden hair, in many dust'ring curls, 

Deck'd each young brow; 
In sportive play they spent the hours till eve, 
And by a lowly tomb, which roses wreathe. 

They're standing now. 

The flowers the/ve cull'd upon that tomb they place, 
And chant that name, which time can ne'er efface 

Prom Lola's love : 
At mom a hymn, at eve a gentle pra/r. 
Those little children always offer there, 

To God above. 

But see, yon youthful matron draweth near. 
And mark, from off her cheek she wipes a tear, 

But one of joy. 
She takes each baby daughter by the hand, 
And, clad in smiles, she turns her features bland 

Full on her boy. 

Yet still she linger'd by that little grave, 
And kneeling down, she thank'd the Lord who gave 
To her such gifts : 
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The children clung around, she blessM them all, 
And o'er the group grey evening's shadows fall. 
With deep'ning mists. 

Yes, there stands Lola ! smiling, happy, glad ; 
Even by Henry's grave she is not sad, 

Not even here : 
She gazes on her son, her first sweet joy. 
So like his sire, yet like that gentle boy. 

Her brother dear. 

But she had trusted, in affliction's hour ; 

She kiss'd the rod which chasten'd, and its power 

To wound did cease : 
What hymns of thanks her grateful thoughts inspire 
Whose heart is fiU'd with happiness entire ! 

And all is peace. 
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THE FAIRY'S SONG. 



Sist^ spirit^ wlierefc»*e tany ? 
Lo, the mooabeams tinge the valley ! 
High o'er earth fair Dian' rideth, 
Noiselessly the streamlet gUdeth ; 
To the music of munu'ring foimtaixis, 
Echo siBgeth 'mid the mountains ; 
The birds of night send forth their song, 
And woods the melody waft along ; 
While lightly through the forest trees 
Softly sigheth the balmy breeze. 
Bound about that grotto wild, 
Where Fancy sprang to life a child, 
There, in bowers of rich delight, 
We wait for thee, sweet sister sprite. 
Then come, oh come, on buzzing wing ; 
Hark ! a welcome ! the blue bells ring. 
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By that flowV eniuxielled nook. 
Close where wii^deth the purling brook, 
There, on buds whose bloom ne'er dieth, 
Lo, behold our fair queen lieth I 
She doth not sleep-^he never sleeps, 
But oft o'er others' woes she weeps ; 
Bright her tears as crystal showers, 
Which give relief to drooping flowers. 
But when she spreads her rainbow wings, 
While borne on clouds she sweetly sings ; 
With voice how ravishing she calls ! 
And woos the one whom nought appals. 
Oh then we know we Fancy view, 
While balmy gales waft her adieu : 
Then hasten, hasten, sister sprite. 
And sip in perfum'd groves delight. 



We'll dance upon the yellow sand, 
And gather pebbles on the strand ; 
Well go where sea-weeds wave so high, 
And list to th' ocean's lullaby. 
We in the lily's cup will ride^ 
Bearing jewels t' Oberon's bride ; 
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Well revel in gay bowers sweet, 
And there the Elfin king well greet ; 
We'll steal a tear from Chloe's eye, 
From Leila's bosom bear a sigh, 
And then, if he but deign to smile 
Upon those gifts which bear no guile. 
Full soon will Chloe cease to weep. 
And smiles appear on Leila's cheek. 
Then hasten thee, sweet sister sprite. 
For quickly wanes the Autumn night. 



NIGHT. 



'Tis night ! the hollow wind doth piercing sweep 
O'er mountain, valley, and the mighty deep ; 
Now lowly moaning — ^then terrific burst — 
The sea boy impious, all the ocean curs'd ; 
Next falling on the wreck, to God he pray'd ; 
Death's arrow cleft him, where he prostrate laid. 
Then o'er his body dash'd the foaming wave. 
Which sent his shipmates to a wat'ry grave. 
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The Storm with unabated fury raged, 
Till the pale moon her silver face displayed ; 
Then to the north the boist'rou» winds return, 
And Nature, weeping, vieVd her cypress urn. 
The rumbling thunder in the distance lost^ 
The waves are viewless, as the ship they toss'd; 
Now Sol arising to the world gives lights 
And Discord vanishes with shades of Night 



TO THE DEAREST. 



My mother ! sixteen suns have pass'd 
Since first thine eye on me was cast, 
The babe you clasp'd unto your breast 

With all a parent's tenderness, 
Now on thy love alone would rest, 

Thou centre of mine happiness. 

My mother ! to repay thy fears, 
m bring thee smiles in after years ; 
For though my nature e'er may be 
As proud as now, and passionate, 

G 
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Yet thy dear voice would solace me, 
Though all around be desolate. 

My mother, dearest, best of friends, 
To thee alone my spirit bends ; 
For thee, for thee, I do implore 

All earthly blessings of the Lord. 
That thou be happy, and no more 

rd ask at his Almighty word. 

My moth^, each sun on its round 
Shall find our hearts still closer bound ; 
And when in after years I sit 

And think of what in life Fve seen, 
m smile at what once troubled it, 

And love thee more, for wlmt hath been. 

My mother, when old age shall creep 
With stealthy step to blanch thy cheek ; 
'Tis then, belov'd one, Til repay 

The care mine infant hours you gave ; 
And love, and watch thee day by day. 

Till both rest 'neath life's boist'rous wave. 
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THE ROSE. 



Sweety beautiful rose ! I will pluck thee, and wear 
Thy brilliant robed charms dose entwin'd in my hair ; 
But no ! thou'rt too lovely, thus lightly to use, 
Oh, others shall not, and I could not abuse, 
lie thou on my bosom, secure as the dove. 
Who far from rude man cleaves the bright sky above ; 
My heart e'er will treasure thy beautiful form. 
And Death shall discover thine image still worn. 

I love thee, fair flower, with sweetest perfume. 
For thou with thy presence dost cheer my heart's gloom : 
Thou'rt semblance of all I hold beauteous on earth, 
The emblem of Virtue, yea, e'en from her birth ; 
She is lovely in form, and oh, so art thou, 
For Purity's signet is stamp'd on her brow ; 
And that renders beautiful every face. 
When the heart of the owner is truth's resting place. 
G 2 
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The perfume thou sheddest is like to her mind. 
So treasur'd with sweets that no ending they find ; 
Thy presence by odorous perfume we trace, 
And hers by the soul breathing air of the place. 
Then lie on my bosom thou beautiful rose, 
ni guard thee from harm, as I would her &om foes ; 
Brilliant robed floVr, I will ne'er from thee part, 
Till Virtue's last ray is extinct in my heart 



THE YOUNG MOTHER. 



There sat beside a cottage door 

A blue-eyed matron, young and fair ; 
Hope beam'd in her glance, which oft was tum'd 

Upon her babe, her only care : 
The child was young and beautiful, 

The eyes of the infant shone 
Like his fond sire's, but stiU 

With brilliancy all their own. 
Aiid oft that mother her boy caress'd. 
As fondling he lay upon her breast : 
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So Boidj cradled in the parent's anns 

He sank to deep repose. 
The while upon the evening air 

That fiiir young mother's song arose. 



<* What is it makes all Nature beaming, 

Sweetly shedding its smiles on me ? 
Or is it all but fimcy's dreaming, 

Or but, or but my love for thee ? 
The trees are richer, brighter &r; 

Flowers scent sweeter the morning air ; 
All, all is concord, there's nought to mar 

The beauteous landscape, fresh and fair. 



The air, the air doth breathe of gladness. 

The sky puts forth its richest blue; 
What heart's so much oppress'd with sadness, 

As not to love its gorgeous hue? 
How joyously my heart expandeth ! 

Things were not once as now so mild ; 
My bosom with sweet pleasure panteth. 

The change is wrought by thee, my child. 
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The songsters' notes are higher, sweeter. 

Than once they sounded to m j ears ; 
My soul to its Gk)d boweth meeker, 

Than e'er it did in earlier years : 
My soul is wrapt, sweet son, in thee. 

Bound by a thousand tender ties ; 
Wilt that of thine be as deep for me^ 

When thou a mother's love can prize ? 



My child, my child, my beautiful one I 

No language can my love express ; 
'Tis boundless, boundless, my sweet son. 

Words to prove it sink powerless. 
Thy lisping tongue shall bring me joy. 

Bright prattling hours of innocence: 
Though sorrow may the hopes destroy 
Of thee^ of thee, my blooming boy, 

Yet heav'n vrill be the recompense." 



She softly sung, she brightly smiled, 
She laid her infant in his cot, 
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And qmcUy tmn'd her spinmng-wheel, 

While she thought of his future lot 
Nor, gentle one, will we intrude 

Upon those dreams of thj ^'to eomef 
But hope that all fulfill'd will be 

Thy wishes for thine in&nt son. 
Be all as thou wouldst have it be, 

Ne'er from the righteous may he err ; 
So &!« thee well, yes, fiure thee well. 

Soft blue-eyed Hope's bright visioner. 



MY GRAVE. 



Sexton grey, dig here my grave, 
'Neath this sweeping willo Vs shade, 
Where simple lilies graceful nod. 
And lowly cowslips deck the sod. 

Sexton grey, upon the stone. 
Marking where I rest unknown^ 
Let there be nought but name and age, 
On which the cold stem world can gasse. 
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Yes ! this the spot where I would rest, ' 
Where all in sacred guise seems drest^ 
Where oft in life Tve gaz'd around^ 
While on my reverie broke no sound. 

Sexton, let thy spade dig deep, 

The place where dust with dust must meet, 

The while the unembodied soul, 

Of love and light shall know the whole. 

Shall view the Lamb unveiled quite. 
Midst thousand legions shining bright, 
Whose garment bears in gold the words, 
" The King of kings and Lord of lords!** 

Sexton grey, when death shall come, 
And I behold my life's sand run. 
Oh place my body 'neath this tree, 
Whose branches hang so weepingly. 

Then, sexton grey, dig here my grave, 
Beneath this sweeping willow's shade, 
Where simple lilies graceful nod. 
And lowly cowslip's deck the sod. 
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NIGHT— BEAUTIFUL NIGHT. 



In the breath of the mom there is music and mirth. 
And the sweetest of perfumes at dawn have their birth; 
There's a whispering voice 'mid the blossoming trees^ 
And as soft is its sound as the gay humming bee's : 
It is melody all — ^in the wood, nigh the sea, 
In the grove, in the meadow, or bright herbag'd lea ; 
And the flow'rs slow open, as the rising sun peeps 
Thro' the paleazuredouds, and their varied bloom greets. 
Oh the voice of the mom is all joyous and free, 
But it is not, it is not the most loved by me. 

In the rays of the sun, at meridian tide, 
Oh how gaily the bark on the ocean doth ride ; 
Thro' the wind, as she sails on her proud steady way, 
The high hoisted flag doth its colours display. 
'Neath the heat of the sun, in the broad hour of noon. 
Oh the fountain's clear waters are not forgot soon ; 
As they dance and they play, how they sparkle and shine, 
Andthey mock the bright beamsof the fam'dcrystal mine. 
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Oh the bright hour of noontide is rich with delight^ 
But another is dearer by far in my sight. 

In the calm of the evening the air breathes of love, 
'Tis a time for soft language when dove mates with dove; 
Now Hie butterfly closes his wings in repose, 
As he sinketh to sleep in the leaves of the rose ; 
And the wind playeth lightly 'mid floVrs and fields^ 
And the twilight o'er Nature scarce noticed steals ; 
There's a beauly, a charm in liie slow waning hours, 
And the dew falls as gently as moss o'er the floVrs. 
Oh there's something in evening so firesh and so &ir, 
That one scarce thinks on earth dwelleth sorrow or care: 
Oh 'tis beauteous, 'tis diarming, and k>vely to see. 
But it is not the time thaf s most worshipp'd by me. 

It is night ! it is night ! when all, all are at rest, 
And when Nature's fair form is in sable robes drest ; 
Then I gaze on the clouds as they shroud the pale moon, 
And I trace the Mght stars as they shine thro' the gloom. 
Not a sound then disturbel^ the reVrie charm'd mind, 
Which in heav'n's starry vault consolation doth find ; 
Then I read the bright volume that's open'd above. 
And which telleth of truth and of heavenly love : 



OF TH£ MIND. 91 

In its pages so wide, ob how much can we learn, 
And 'tis there is the light for which many hearts yearn. 
On the pinions of faith I am borne thro' the gloom, 
And I tread thro' the yaUeys where amaranths bloom ; 
There I view the sweet home that to purit/s giy'n. 
And oppression and might from those bright shores 

are driv'n. 
Oh 'tis night I it is n^ht ! it is beautiful night ! 
Which my soul from its sadness enraptureth quite ; 
Then I feel that I am not alone in the world. 
And the banner of peace in my heart is unfurFd. 
Oh the mom, and the noon, and the eve I love well. 
But I worship the night more than language can teU. 



STANZAS. 



Who is yon damsel fair, 
Whose bending form I see ? 

Ah ! sure that modest mien 
Was known of yore to me ! 
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She is a gentle maid. 
In girlhood's sweetest prime ^ 

And light and clnstVing curls 
Her forehead pale enshrine. 

A simple garb of white 
Bedecks her slender form. 

O'er which, of sober hue, 
A graceful mantle's worn. 

Her downcast eyes of brown 

So eloquently speak, 
That in their liquid glance^ 

Her inmost thoughts ye greet. 

In humble life though placed. 
Content with her doth dwell ; 

Or else could ne'er her face 
Those sweet smiles wear so welL 

She holds in slight esteem 
What worldlings deem most high, 

Nor ever doth her bosom 
For courtly flatt'rers sigh. 
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She cannot strike the lyre 

With scientific hand. 
Making with wonder thrill 

All who surrounding stand. 

But she doth join to those, 

Who chant in solemn lays ; 
Her soft sweet voice so clear, 

Sounding her Maker's praise. 

Oh ! she is young and fair, 

And learned in sacred lore, 
And for the means of grace. 

What need hath she of more ? 



MY BONNIB JANE. 



Gone are the days of my reckless youth, 

Bonnie blue-eyed Jane, 
But with them I hope hath past, love. 

The pow'r of Folly's reign ; 
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I woo'd jou when a blooming girl, 
You reign'd the village queen. 

And wove the crown to deck that brow, 
Than fairer ne'er was seen. 



I told you how I lov'd you then, 

With passion vnld and strong, 
But you deem'd my heart incapable, 

Of ever loving long ; 
You doubted that my faith would stand 

The test of rolling years, 
And with a pang of agony, 

I heard you speak your fears. 



But while those words you murmured. 

Which seem'd to pierce my soul, 
I saw adown your pallid cheek, 

The tears begin to roll. 
While you heav'd a sigh so deep, love. 

And hung so low your head, 
As tho' all hope of happiness. 

From that sweet breast had fled. 
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But the pearly tears which then you shed. 

Bade hope again arise, 
Which was fanned to a holy flame, 

By, Jane, your parting sighs. 
They told me that you lov'd the one, 

Whom you were forced to blame ; 
And that a watchful father said, 

^'Reject his love and name." 



He told me mine was all the fault, 

The fault of giddy youth, 
And that altho' I loVd thee then, 

My words lack'd lasting truth ; 
"Can I consign my child," he cried, 

"To one I fear would take 
From my daughter's heart th' oHve leaf, 

And make it desolate; 



But if you deeply love my child. 
And that devotion's true, 

Ere many suns have rolled round, 
Youll prove you're worthy too ; 
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And thy return m gladly hail, 

If still a truthftd one ; 
My Jane, too, then will honour thee, 

And thou shalt be my son.^ 



I went, dear Jane, at that command, 

I bade my home adieu ; 
But tho' Tve rov'd in many lands, 

Fve ne'er ceas'd loving you. 
The blue eyes of the young and gay, 

Tho' they might brightly dance, 
I only view'd to think how much. 

They lack'd your soul-lit glance. 



And now that Vm retum'd again. 

Once more am by your side. 
Say, do you love me as of yore. 

And wiU you be my bride ? 
But oh I — ^I wrong you by such doubt, 

My own, my bonnie Jane, 
And after years of absence. 

Is it I shall cause you pain ? 
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No I no I — that tear of happiness^ 

Which dims your bright blue eye, 
Doth chide me for the passing thought, 

And speaks a sweet reply. 
Your father, too, hath bless'd me, Jane, 

And bade me seek you here, 
And so from off your cheek, my love, 

111 kiss that farewell tear. 



COUBAGEI CHRISTIAN. 



Courage, Christian I Grod is great, 
He will regatd His servant's state ; 
He will protect thee in thy need ; 
His sheep the Shepherd e'er will feed. 
He our hope and consolation ! 
He the God of our salvation I 
Hail ! to Him, the Prince of Peace, 
In songs whose echoes ne'er shall cease. 
He who bore a crown of thorns. 
What majesty his front adorns ! 

H 
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He who laid his glory by. 
That the soul might never die. 
Oh ! will He fail thee in that hour, 
When affliction's cloud doth lower ? 
No I that rock is ever sure, 
From age to age it will endure. 



Courage, Christian ! God is near, 
He will wipe off every tear. 
Advance— approach the mercy seat» 
Fall thou prostrate at His feet ; 
Fear not — He, the Lord thy God, 
Ruleth by no iron rod. 
No ! truth and mercy mark his reign, 
With Justice I — Wisdom in their train. 
If thou hast felt His chast'ning hand, 
'Twill prove how much thy faith can stand, 
'Twill prove thou own'st no other sway. 
Nor other one than Him obey. 
From Him alone all comfort springs, 
" Risen with healing on His wings :" 
One God alone do we confess, 
He the Lord our Righteousness. 
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Courage, Christian !— do not fear, 
The Lord thy Grod is ever near. 
Kneel thou to Him, he will not spurn 
The; heart that with faith's fire doth bum ; 
He will outstretch His saving hand. 
He will exalt His righteous band. 
Oh I He doth bid all pain to cease, 
And from I>eath's pang doth us release. 
Encasing us in coats of mail, 
'Gainst which His arrows blunted &iL 
'Twas His the trial. His the pain, 
'Twas His the triumph — ours the gain. 
Then let us sing to endless days 
Our Saviour's honour and his praise. 
Courage, Christian ! GU>d is by — 
Thou shalt gain the victory. 



H 2 
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TO THE SPIRIT OF KINDNESS. 



Lovely Spirit 1 lovely Spirit ! 

Wing to earth thy airy flight ; 
Lovely Spirit ! lovely Spirit ! 

Come on clouds which breathe delight. 
Come and render sad hearts gay, 
Let all nations own thy sway ; 
Come and soften grief and care — 
Make thy dwelling ev'rywhere. 
Heav'nly kindness ! seraph bright ! 
Turn to day our present night. 

Lovely Spirit ! lovely Spirit ! 

Prithee do no longer roam. 
Lovely Spirit ! lovely Spirit ! 

Let our bosoms be thy home. 
Come, oh come, sweet source of love, 
Come, glad Spirit, from above ; 
Come and spread thy wings around. 
Make the earth all holy ground. 
Heav'nly kindness ! child of light ! 
Turn to day our present night. 
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THE POSIE. 



Here are rose^ lady fair, 

Boses, pretty roses ! 
Here are bonnie blue bells rare, 

Here sweet varied posies. 
Then, gentle lady, choose, 
Lest they their beauty lose. 

Here too are others, lady, 

Pretty opening gems. 
Just peeping forth most gaily 

Upon the thorny stems. 
Then, gentle lady, choose. 
Lest they their beauty lose. 

Lady, pass not in disdain 
My pretty flowers by, 

Lest lines of a lover's flame 
Should never meet thine eye ; 

Cupid flowers doth use. 

Then, lady, this one choose. 



r 
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I did but cull them, lady, 
A chevalier entwin'd. 

And oh ! he suug most gaily, 
And kiss'd those he did bind. 

Then, lady, this one choose, 

'Twill ne'er its beauty lose. 



SUMMER IS HERE. 



Merry Summer is here ; yes, Summer is here, 

With the gay sun shining so bright. 
But yet to old Winter well e'en drop a tear, 
For tho' of his chiU blast we sometimes had fear, 

Who loved not his evening's delight ? 

Merry Summer is here, the young birds chirp forth, 

And the parent ones lead the strain ; 
Stem Boreas' car hath rolled back to the north. 
On nations far distant he hurleth his wrath, 

While here laughing Summer doth reign. 



'^ 
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That young Summer is here the flowers will tell. 

As her presence with blushes they greet ; 
And roses and daisies, and graceful blue bell. 
With lilies and tulips, and bright pimpemely 
Form her bower of ev'ry sweet. 

The butterfly proudly expandeth his wings, 

And shines as a spruce, gallant beau ; 
While the sweet bird of night melodiously sings, 
And forest and valley with harmony rings. 
And th' fountain doth murmuring flow. 

Merry Summer is here, so let us be gay, 

While Nature inviteth to mirth ; 
Or if we neglect to be glad while we may, 
A doud may steal over the sun of our day. 

And nought will those moments be worth. 

Merry Summer is here ; yes, Summer is here ; 

But, alas ! she stays not for ever ; 
But who would now foolishly drop the sad tear, 
And lament that one season lasts not the whole year ? 

Joys pall that come quickly together. 
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Merry Summer is here, and Vll greet her right well. 

For ne'er may I gaze on another. 
Who knows but ere then that the deep l?ell may tell. 
That my body of clay in the cold grave must dwell, 

And dust mine ashes may cover. 



THE EARLY DEAD. 



Oh weep not o'er the early dead. 
Sweet buds which never blossomed ; 
Or if ye weep, let tears of joy 
Be shed, for now your angel boy. 
Ye mourn to see the fragile flower 
Slow sink before its opening hour. 
Ere yet it knew the sweet caress 
Of zephyr wings, its fragrance bless. 

But rather smile that it hath flown 
Where all is love, and love alone ; 
To where the weary are at rest, 
Where Christ abideth with the blest. 
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Why deem it sad the prattling child, 
So innocent, so sweetly mild, 
Should flee this world of wretchedness, 
For those glad reahns of blessedness. 



Yet think not I would chide the tear, 
Which falls upon the infant's bier. 
No ! with such tears all sympathize,' 
All, all do mourn o'er sever'd ties ; 
But when the grave doth hide the dead, 
Refuse not to be comforted : 
To woe God gave his only son. 
And us the same — " His will be done !" 



Oh, many are there living now. 
Who oft do hang their pallid brow, 
And weeping cry, in anguish wild, 
" Oh would rd died a happy child ! 
This world is full, is full of woe. 
There's nought but sufferance below ; 
I scarce can turn, I can but weep, 
For conscience, conscience will not sleep." 
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Oh, blessed are the early dead, 
How much they're to be envied ; 
Short sojourners in this life, 
Who know not sin, nor fear, nor strife ; 
Who fled before the trying hour, 
Of faith exposed to rank and power. 
Oh, spotless creatures, radiant bright, 
And fit inhabitants of light. 



Your tombs are gaily wreathed o'er, 
With blushing gems of Flora's store ; 
Bright lilies in the valley grown 
Shall deck the cold, white marble stone ; 
And young hands weave in coronals, 
Soft moss roses and dark blue bells ; 
And chant the lost one's name so dear. 
In notes of love, with voices dear. 



Sigh not to hear the sexton's spade 

Cover with earth where the fair child's laid. 

To me no bell can sound so sweet, 

As that which then my ears doth greet ; 
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I love it more than words can tell. 
That deep that solemn tolling bell ; 
It tells a soul, on spreading wing, * 
Soars upwards to its heaVnlj King. 



OLD WINTER 



Old Winter is coming— old Winter is coming, 
Hark, hark ! in the distance his rude voice is humming ; 
Soon o*er the mountain his face yell discern, 
And shiver at sight of his features so stem. 
The ground shall be covered with innocent's robe, 
And chubby-faced urchins will leave their abode ; 
TheyHl shout as they run the first snowball to gather, 
And laugh with delight at the shaggy wreathed weather. 

Old Winter is coming — ^loud, loud the wind blows ; 
How bleak is his breath the half-clad beggar knows : 
To him what is Christmas! — ^he perhaps may want bread 
The day tiiat salvation's rejoicings are read. 
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Oh ! give him a mite from your berry-crown'd store, 
And turn not— oh ! turn not distress from your door ! 
The great Grod will bless thee for many a year, 
And when Death approacheth, you've nothing to fear. 



Then hail to the wise ones, the good, and the free t 
May virtue triumphant ever dwell amongst ye— 
May the season bring pleasure no cold can destroy, 
The warm heart within ne'er have ought to annoy. 
Thus, happy and joyous well meet the New Year 
With smiles on our cheeks, to the last drop a tear ; 
So mirth and good humour supremely shall rule. 
To friendship so link'd no heart can be cooL 



Old Winter is coming — old Winter is coming, 
Hark, hark ! in the distance his rude voice is humming ; 
Soon o'er the mountain his face yell discern. 
And shiver at sight of his features so stem. 
The ground shall be cover'd with innocent's robe. 
And chubby-faced urchins will leave their abode ; 
They'll shout as they run the first snowball to gather. 
And laugh with delight at the shaggy wreathed weather. 



n 
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SHE WALKS IN BEAUTY. 



She walks in beauty, lo she glideth 
Gently o'er life's ebbing wave ; 
Young Love within her bosom hideth, 
Each grace around her form abideth, 
Of this enchanting maid. 

On her white brow sweet Contemplation 

Pensively surveys her bound ; 
And high aloft Imagination, 
On azure clouds upholds her station, 
And scattereth incense round. 

Her soft dark eyes a soul exposeth, 

Rich as their violet dye ; 
And tell of a mind that disdoseth, 
An influence sweet that imposeth, 

Respect that none can defy. 
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Her life is like a rippling stream. 

Murmuring sweet melody ; 
With nought to mar its happy dream, 
Tho' varied oft its outward mien, 

The tune tho' chang'd is harmony. 

Belov'd by all where'er she went, 

Her happiness hdd the prize ; 
She seem'd as tho' she were but sent> 
A type of heav'n, that God had lent 
An angel in earthly guise. 

Young Virtue's self in her appeareth. 

With heart as lavish as her hand ; 
The widow's brow her presence cleareth, 
No more chill Poverty she feareth, 
For Bounty before her stands. 

When she moveth the Loves attend her. 

Fluttering their feathery wings ; 
And sighing soft the boy god Zephyr, 
As a balmy gale caresseth her, 

Thro' roses his sweet voice rings. 



n 



OP THE MIND. HI 

In Grecian bands falls her aubuiH hair, 

Escaped firom its golden string ; 
Thick rows of lilies, snowy and fair. 
With drooping heads lie enthroned there, 
A pearly innocent ring. 

As slowly beautiful night draws near, 

Gentle slumber o'er her creeps. 
And cherub beings her visions clear 
Of aught that might cause a bitter tear. 
And watch o'er her as she sleeps. 



BY THY SWEET RUBY LIP. 



By thy sweet ruby Hp, and the smile on thy brow. 
By the gay firiends of childhood surrounding thee now, 
By the bright rosy flush on thy soft cheeks of down. 
By thy eyes of dark blue and long tresses of brown ; 
Oh think, gentle maid, ere those charms shall have fled, 
Th' account thou must give on the last day of dread ! 



r 
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Oh, that sweet rubj lip, will it profit thee theii, 

And those joyous companions will come to thee, when ? 

And thy bright rosy cheek, and thine hair flower- 

crown'd. 
Will it all not decay ere the last trump shall sound ? 
Then, beautiful maiden, pray think while ye may, 
And waste not— oh ! waste not, your young life away ! 

Bright dark-eyed young mother, by thy sweet-smiling 

child. 
By the love which ye bear him, pure, constant, and mild, 
By his dark flashing glance, which but softens on you. 
By his thick clust'ring locks of such rich auburn hue, 
Oh prize not the form if the spirit's not fair — 
Scorn, scorn it, proud mother, let his soul beauty 

wear. 

Velvet-robed matron, with slight furrow'd brow. 
Why gaze on your diamonds so complacently now ? 
Why deem ye them priceless, and expose them to view, 
When any bold robber can steal them from you ? 
But prize the pure jewel a great God hath given — 
A conscience which telleth the right road to heaven I 
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Glist'ning trinkets of earth, let those grasp ye who will. 
But jour light is outshone bj the sunny-kiss'd rill ; 
Oh, the jewels I love are placed high in the sky: 
And with them — ah ! with them, there is nought that 

can vie. 
Oh, the beauties of Nature triumphantly reign, 
Giving glory to Him, who made nothing in vain. 



FRAGMENT. 



Up ! up ! she rose, the modest Queen of Night, 

In all her solemn majesty array'd. 
Shedding o'er the wide expanse her lucid light, 

In silv'ry beams, which Nature fair displa/d. 
So calm and tranquil that the balmy air 

In whispers courted the fairy bowers ; 
Speaking so plaintive to his elfin fair, 

That his soft breath died 'mid sleeping flowers. 
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I love the Nighty when, all in silver drest. 

Each tree, each floVr, in beauty new appears, 
When palace, cottage, streamlet, linnet's nesty 

Wear night's dark mantle, e'er unchang'd by years. 
Who can behold so grand a sight unmov'd, 

And not the great Creator^s name adore, 
Gaze on all Nature, and, with mind improv'd. 

Kneel on the sod, nor ask the Lord for more ? 



TO THE WHITE ROSE OF KELLY. 

AN ANSWER. 

I think of thee so oft, sweet maid, 

That Fancy brings thee near. 
And thy light laugh, its welcome tones 

Pours merrily on my ear. 

I think of thee, when balmy sleep 
Doth bring me pleasant dreams. 

And then amid their imagery 
Still thy bright spirit gleams. 
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I think of thee, when rosy light 

Is with Aurora bom, 
Ere Sol hath kiss'd the glist'ning dew 

From Nature's brow at mom. 

I think of thee, so innocent, 

So guileless and so fair — 
I think of thee in hours of joy, 

I think of thee in pray'r. 

Oh, thou art good and duteous, 

Dear smiling featured child, 
With bright eyes dancing merrily, 

And countenance so mild. 

The rose of bright transparent white 

May thy fit emblem be^ 
In purity it opes and blows. 

So like, sweet girl, to thee. 

But now, meek dove-eyed one adieu, 

And ever full on thee. 
Oh I may prosperity's bright sun 

Shine forth resplendently. 
I 2 



116 SPRING FLOWERS 



THE ROSEMARY. 



Let others weave the orange bloom, 

Sweet trembling blossoms fair — 
Violets cull'd by rivulets, 

And tinted lilies rare ; 
The perfumed rose of palest hue, 

Or red as red can be, 
Enveiled in a mossy cloud, 

Or in simplicity. 



The maiden proud with raven hair 

Doth pluck the fuchsia gay. 
And peeping 'mid the jetty waves. 

The scarlet blossoms play. 
The bonnie child of ev'ry flow'r 

Will take in sportive glee. 
And wild and bright's the wreath he forms^ 

While singing joyously. 
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Bright blossoms blue the lovers twine, 

A garland transient fair, 
For as die the floVrs die the vows 

Which once were murmur'd there. 
The lovely girl her flaxen hair 

Bedecks with many a gem, 
And glist'ning is the jewell'd band 

Which clasps the flowers' stem. 



The warrior bold the laurel claims, 

The prize of his renown; 
The poet with the bay's rich leaves 

Forms his immortal crown. 
Some love the snowdrop's early birth. 

Child of a stubborn sire, 
And to the praise of primrose pale 

Awake their tuneful lyre. 



Some gladly greet the crocus bright, 
Who love a wintry wreath. 

And twine with painted tulip gay 
The varied holly leaf. 
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These wreaths are sweet and beautiful. 
Which Pleasure's children wear, 

But yet 'tis not with one of these 
That I would deck mj hair. 



I love ye well, ye blooming tribe, 

With dewy dripping heads^ 
And smile to pluck the briar wild 

Which sweetest perfume sheds. 
Ye flowers rich and beautiful, 

Ye have voices unto me, 
No bud that opes, when oped that dies, 

But speaketh, Lord, of Thee. 



Ye pretty little blushing gems, 

Of ev'ry varied hue. 
What moral lessons do ye teach ! 

And much I owe to you. 
But tho' I love, I would not bind 

The gayest flow'rs that bloom. 
But twine myself a mournful wreath 

Of the flowV of the tomb. 
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Away with garlands rich and rare, 

Tho' beautiful they be, 
Take, take them all, but leave, oh ! leave. 

The rosemary wreath to me. 
I know not why I love thee so. 

Pale funereal flower, 
For I oourt not, iho' I fear not, 

The King of Mysf r/s pow'r. 



No flower which tumeth to the suit 

Its dewy Spangled dress, 
But bids me seek my Maker^s throne 

With hjrmns of thankfulness. 
They soothe me in a mournful hour, 

And chide me in my pride. 
And show how thin, how thin the veil 

Doth life from death divide. 
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CHILDHOOD'S HOPES. 



Oh the gay dreamg of childhood I 

Where, where are they now ? 
They are gone, they are withered. 

Like leaves on the bough ; 
With the first chilly blast 

That sweeps through the clear sky. 
Oh the visions of childhood 

Are blighted and die. 
The young mind so pure 

Fictureth heavenly things, 
All love the ring'd serpent 

Till its black venom stings : 
So the infantine mind 

Dreams of friendship and love, 
But waking discovereth 

That their dwelling's above. 
Oh how bitter the truth 
To the warm hearts of youth. 
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Oh 'tis sad that the buds 

That in innocence Ope, 
So treasured with virtue 

And inspired with hope, 
Should shoot forth their beauty 

In pleasure-drugged air, 
And drink deep of a draught 

That will doom them to care. 
And wild FoUj so tuneth 

Her oft-changing bells, 
That to the unskill'd 

Nought but harmony dwells. 
And, well pleased with the sound 

Of the shrill hollow notes, 
Lo ! they join in the strain 

Which their ruin promotes. 
And they play on the bells 
O'er which FoU/s cast spells. 



But the veil is soon rent, 
And they gaze in alarm, 

For the vision hath flown, 
And lo ! broken's the charm. 
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On the ear once enraptured. 

Discordantly now 
Fall the tones which seem'd sweet 

As the birds on the bough ; 
Then the eye unbewilder'd 

Be-opens anew, 
And it findeth all changed 

Which it deemed so true. 
Disappointment hath cast 

O'er the whole a sad shade, 
And resigns to her sister 

The victims she's made. 

And the hopes of life's mom, 
They have perish'd and gone. 
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THE SHIPWRECK OF PRINCE WILLIAM. 



On ! anward, comes that glorious host. 

The proudest of the land ; 
The banner of each haughty lord 

Floats o'er the sea-laved strand. 

The sun pours forth his noontide beams, 

O'erpoweringly bright ; 
The waves are gorgeous to behold. 

With his reflected light. 

That joyous train slow nears the bank,. 

In all the pomp of pride ; 
£ach eye lights up wil^ pleasure's glance. 

Each cheek the bright flush dyed. 

The riches of that land were spread 

With reckless, lavish hand, 
To gild first Henry's sojourn there, 

Whose smile hath won the land. 
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And in the midst that monarch stands^ 
There's triumph in his eye ; 

A joy he scarcely can control, 
As his young heir draws nigh. 

Prince William leads his lovely bride, 
Who smiles in childlike glee ; 

Delighted with that joyous scene, 
That brilliant pageantry ! 

That fairy creature steps along, 

In youthful beauty gay ; 
And her thick jewel-studded robe 

Doth make a second day. 

Her husband bids his sire adieu. 

He kisses her fair hand ; 
She smiling bids her lord farewell, 

And leaves that lovely land. 

With ships whose snowy sails are set. 

Is crowded that dark sea ; 
The king embarks with that proud host. 

The flower of Normandie. 
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Oh Utde thought that lady &ir, 

When by the monarch's side, 
She'd look no more on that lov'd form. 

Who' call'd her his sweet bride. 

There was no doud upon her hearty 

No shadowing of woe; 
She saw his courtiers gather round, 

Nor sigh'd to leave him sa 

She strained her eyes when that proud ship 

Slow stemm'd the sun-lit sea, 
While his lov'd form upon the bank. 

Those eyes had pow'r to see. 

Prince William sprang on board his barque. 

With many a gallant Mend; 
The slight delay which chance had caused. 

By speed resolved to mend. 

The vessel Hghtly, swiftly flew, 

As bird skims thro' the sky ; 
With ev'ry piece of canvas set^ 

She proudly sweepeth by. 
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On ! onward went the gallant ship ! 

The sun sank 'neath the main : 
They little thought that sun to them, 

Would never rise again ! 

Prince William bade the cup go round, 
He made them pledge the king ; 

His bride, and all that company, 
From Normandie they bring. 

The jovial sailors quick obey. 

Well pleased with such command ; 

And merrily the barque doth fly. 
Far, far from sight of land. 

She ridea^ upon those waters dark, 

As rides a spirit thing ; 
She seems as sporting with their wrath. 

As sports the Ocean king. 

Oh, wherefore bears that vessel on, 

Forgetful of its way ? 
The heedless crew are sunk fyom thought, 

Asleep the helmsman lay ! 
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On, on I she madly beareth on ! 

No mortal hand can steer 
The plaything of the stormy blast, 

With rocks and breakers near ! 

On, on I o'er the treacherons deep, 

Destruction yawning near: 
On, on ! with the shoals beneath, 

They cannot hope to dear ! 

One wild despairing shout of fear. 

Her mad career is sta/d ; 
She roll'd I she struck ! — and shriek on shriek 

The hearer^s soul disma/d I 

They woke to sense of all their woe, 

From drunken mirth awoke: 
Oh God I what mis'ry on them dawn'd. 

When that dark slumber broke I 

** Quick, quick ! the boat :" they lower it down; 

It rolls upon the wave : 
The crew strike back each struggling form. 

Their darling Prince to save I 
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He springs into the fragile thing, 

And ev'ry nerve they strain: 
Away, away ! the shoab they dear — 

They're safe upon the main ! 

They rest a moment on the oar, 

The fatal ship still near ; 
So near, his sister^s harrowing cry 

Broke on the Prince's ear ! 

" Back, back again !— quick, quickly fly !" 

Prince William wildly said ; 
" Who dares to hesitate ?" he cried ; 

*" I will— wiU be c/be/d !" 

They near the ship ; — a shout ! a shout ! 

As each himself would save ; 
They crowd — ^they cling — ^to the fragile thing ; 

She sinks beneath the wave ! 
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The royal ship bears gaily on. 

As slow the sun goes down ; 
And evening wanes, and sombre night 

With gloom doth Nature crown. 

A sound burst on the nobles' ear — 

An agonizing cry ! 
Each asks of each its import dread. 

But none can make reply. 

Slow, slowly fled the signs of strife, 

LuU'd is the angry storm ; 
And one is clinging to the wreck — 

It is Fitz-Stephen's form ! 

He sees that^ holding to the mast, 

One struggles for his life ; 
Tho' roaring waves his body lash. 

He conquers in the strife. 

The captain cried, with failing voice, 

", Oh is the Prince alive r^ 
" No, no !** — ^Fitz-Stephen quits his hold ; 

With death he will not strive ! 
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The awAil tale doth spread affiright 
Where triumph reign'd before ; 

Proud Henry hears the fatal news, 
And never smUeth more ! 



A FRAGMENT. 



Her eyes were of the richest darkest blue. 

Sparkling like the sun's refulgent beam ; 
Like silken threads her long fring'd eyelids grew. 

Hiding in part those dark orb's dazzling gleam. 
Thick clustering curls of sunny auburn shade 

Fell round her face in rich profusion jfree, 
Gray zephyrs with the glossy treasure played, 

Kissing a form that gladden'd eyes to see, 
With graceful mien, and of port erect — 
Oh loveliness indeed without defect. 

Was thine, sweet sister. 
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HONOUR. 



In early days of wild romance, 

When Chivalry was bom, 
And Poesy's child did then enhance 

The smiles by Beauty worn. 

Then Honour held a royal court — 
Kings were his subjects then — 

And many 'neath his banner fought^ 
Striplings and aged men. 

So well they lov'd him, that his name 
They even sacred deem'd ; 

His praises spoke the tongue of fame, 
His brow with jewels gleam'd. 

But Plutus made his troops rebel — 
They sought for golden gain ; 

And Fame wad even bribed to tell 
Their deeds in Honour^s name. 
K 2 
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At last, so great their vengeance grew, 

They made war 'gainst his name ; 
Now wounded Honor stands to view, 
For thej have cut out all the U, 
And lash what doth remain. 



THE EVENING STAR. 



Sweet star of eve ! how bright thy light, 
Lone herald of the coming night, 
I love thy ray, and prize it too, 
More than the dawning mom's rich hue. 

Thou art like a friend who cheers the soul, 
When greater lights have ceased to roll ; 
When the sun hath sunk, nor yet the moon 
Doth rise to light creation's gloom. 

I love thee, for thou light'st the way 
Which else might leave us in dismay. 
Lest we might judge our future fate 
From present darkness desolate. 
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And 80 in life, though golden rays 
Have ceased to gild our closing dajs, 
A star will still be found to cheer, 
Till the great Light of all appear. 



STANZA. 



And now has gone another year ! 

The third of March is here again ; 
Tho' bleak the winds there's nought to fear, 

They find thee, father, still the same ; 
Ever art good and ever kind, 

Thy children's welfare for aye at heart. 
In thee a friend, a parent find — 

Oh may we ne'er from thy love depart, 
But ever strive to deserve thy praise. 

And to thy years a comfort prove ! 
For thee to God my voice I raise. 

Our constant care thy days to soothe. 
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THE FLIGHTS OF A FAIRY. 



Oh I am a njmph of the fairy race, 

And have roved o'er the earth from place to place ; 

Many things unknown do I see and hear, 

And if thou wilt list Til reveal them here. 

In a broad green meadow I blithely sang, 

When right merrily out the church bells rang ; 

On a passing zephyr I did repair 

To view what was being enacted there, 



A group stood near to the sacred pile, 
And young and old were all seen to smile ; 
By th* orange bloom and favors gay 
I quickly guess'd 'twas a wedding day. 
I flew to the bride's fair coronal sweet, 
Securely hid 'neath its leaves to peep ; 
Content is here methought as I lay, 
Oh thisk is truly a happy day ! 
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Then I altered the church — ^I saw them wed. 
And I viewed how proudly his bride he led ; 
And the only tears I could espy 
Were those which dimmed the mother^s eye. 
With my travels well pleased away I flew, 
With the hope of such scenes again to view, 
But the battle's clang broke on mine ear, 
And I rested on a broken spear. 



The roaring cannon, the war strife ceased — 
Death rode as a king o'er man and beast ; 
But once he paused 'mid that carnage scene 
Methought his eyes did less brightly gleam ; 
He check'd his steed by the riven side 
Of one who had fallen in his pride : 
The soldier knowing him not so near. 
Thus spoke, ne'er deeming that one could hear : 



'< Oh wherefore thus am I spared alone, 
Why mockingly rise those thoughts of home ; 
Why erred my conqueror^s arm, oh Grod ! 
Thus — ^thus to linger upon the sod? 
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My proud heart sickens to gaze around — 
Oh war ! thy vot'ries should view the ground 
Where thou hast raged with diabolic zeal. 
And cease to deem it for a nation's weal." 



He rais'd to heav'n his wild and glazed eye, 
A glance which told his spirit's agony: 
" O Lord, my Grod, be merciful ! " he cried, 

" Protect my ^ — ^the parched tongue denied 

To utter more. He gasp'd in vain for breath, 
And groaning sank into the arms of Death. 
Then awful Silence brooded o'er the field — 
By theswordhave fallen those whothesword did wield. 



With peep of morning light I flew away. 
Impatient e'en to brook that slight delay. 
I next 'mid roses in a lady's bower 
Reposed me for a while on that sweet flow'r ; 
But hearing sounds of plaintive music nigh, 
I knew the harper by his soul-lit eye — 
I watched him well, curious to discern 
His lordly features, and his grief to learn. 
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These are the words he sang — " Sweet Emma mine, 
Oh answer me mj sainted wife divine ; 
Yet no ! — approach me not, thou beauteous shade, 
For thou wouldst chide me that I sought thy grave 
To weep ; — ^thou'd grieve to note thy Henry's care. 
Yet if by that I near thee— oh despair ! 
Welcome ! thrice welcome art thou to my heart, 
My Emma ! — ^then to join thee, ne'er to part. 



" When proud I saw thee crown'd with lilies fair. 
Little deem'd I the cypress hidden there ; 
Yet so it was, and I my fond bride clasp'd, 
Nor thought that aught my happiness could blast. 
Fool that I was ! — I might have surely known 
That angels leave but for a while their home, 
Soon to return. But^ Emma, thou art bless'd. 
And God will soothe the one He hath oppress'd. 



*^ My Emma ! Emma ! still I say, my own, 
I seek to clasp thee, but the shadow's flown !" 
I heard no more, for o'er his harp he hung. 
And ever and anon his thin hands wrung. 
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So soon I sought a placid rolling stream. 
Upon whose banks Apollo's smiles did gleam ; 
And resting on the tall grass waving high, 
I thought not for a while to hear a sigh. 



The blushing mom uprose to light the earth. 
While birds sang merrily to greet her birth ; 
I saw upon the bank two maidens he, 
Nor greater contrast ever did descry 
'Twixt two who own'd a kindred near as theirs. 
But tho' so near, not bom to common cares ; 
The one was gentle, kind, and mild and fair — 
The other haughty as her charms were rare. 



The younger clang unto the elder maid, 
And call'd her '^ sister-— dearest Adelaide, 
Oh counsel me — ^what wouldst thou have me do, 
Bid my fond Edward, or stem sire adieu ? 
My father's heart thou knowest more than I — 
Sister, give me some hope in thy reply ; 
For rear'd so far away I know him not. 
They more my parents were in yon bless'd cot. 
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'' Thou hast ne'er left his ude, dear Adelaide, 
For thou wast old enough the sea to brave ; 
While I his travels was too young to share, 
And so he left me to mj nurse's cave. 
Oh, dost thou think that he will e'er consent ! 
Remember that I err'd not by intent — 
I lov'd my Edward ere I knew 'twas wrong, 
And firm that love is, as it hath been long." 



The dark-eyed one in pitying tcmes replied, 
Tho' some might deem those tones the truth belied — 
^* Oh tear that thought, my sister, fiiom thine heart, 
Ne'er will thy sire from his young dai^hter part 
To one beneath him : thou may'st weep and pray — 
Hell say such fancies quickly pass away ; 
And then to rid the future from such care 
Thoult wed the lord of yon proud castle there." 



But Eva cried, with voice half choked with tears, 
** rd scorn his title like his three-score years I" 
'^ Yes, Eva dear, I know that duty's hard. 
And that from pleasure thou wouldst be debarr'd — 
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I know how fondly Edward loves thee too, 
His heart, I fear, would break 'neath thy adieu ; 
And well I know he'd make a heav'n of earth 
Of that sweet home deck'd with our Eva's worth." 



In rainbow hues did she depict that course 

She called wrong ; with all of her mind's force 

She pour'd into her sister's willing ear 

The life she'd pass with him she held so dear : 

She wrought upon her spirit and her pride. 

To choose the life she wish'd ; " but then," she cried, 

" You see, dear Eva, all this is denied, 

For bitter duty claimeth Edward's bride." 



Such subtle arguments she aptly used. 
That Eva, deeming not her trust abused. 
Wedded ; and ere three rapid years had fled 
The sire stood by his dying daughter's bed : 
" Forgive me, father !" Eva wildly cried, 
** Give that to death which was in life denied 1" 
" The fault was thine, my child," the father said, 
" You did not ask my wiD, but rashly wed. 
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" Oh, Eva, if rd known that thou did'st love, 
I should have only sought that love to prove ; 
But when upon that daj I need not name 
I ask'd for Eva, but no Eva came, 

* That child was bom to bring me ill !' I cried, 

* E'en at her birth her lovely mother died, 
And now, instead of soothing my years' decay, 
The heartless one hath torn herself away.' " 



Here Edward interpos'd, the truth explain'd 
How gentle Eva was unjustly blamed. 
She had been taught to fear him — ^he to deem 
That she was not that which she sought to seem : 
They wept together o'er their mutual woe. 
Which want of confidence had caused to flow — 
" May Heav'n forgive our Adelaide I" she cried, 
'^ Tho' peace to her on earth I fear's denied. 



" Farewell, my father 1 — ^Edward dear, adieu I 
Each comfort each, as Grod will comfort you." 
And thus she died, while smiles adorn'd her face. 
Nor left of recent grief the slightest trace. 
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Once more among a garden's perfumed sweets 
I rov'd, when Dian' thro' grey clouds peeps ; 
A rippling fountain near she ting'd with light, 
And mild and beautiful she made the night. 



A pretty cottage stood not far away — 
The windows open'd on that garden gUy ; 
The casement mov'd — a stately dame appeared. 
She came to court the night-breeze others fear'd ; 
A widow's garb that mournful lady W(»re> 
And bitter grief her gentle bosom tore ; 
The cold wind fann'd her pale and fevered brow. 
Where nuidd'ning sorrow h<olds dominion now. 



With nervous step she pac'd each flower'd walk. 
But to her heart ho calm sweet Nature brought ; 
Her eyes to Heav'n she supplicating tum'd. 
And pray'd for him to whom her bosom yeam'd. 
With all a mother's idolizing love, 
Proud as the eagle, tender as the dove. 
" Oh spare him, Father ! — spare my min'd boy ! 
And let me win him back to peace and joy. 
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" 'Gtdnst thee he's err'd, against his fellow-men, 
Yet shield him ! — ^he will turn to truth again ; 
Tho' iU he caused, he is not really base — 
Content may still be his, by God thy grace ; 
Oh listen, Father I to a widow's pra/r. 
And doom not the bereaved one to despair ; 
Restore him to me, to his early home- 
Let not my son a sinfbl outcast roam." 



I next did in a noisy playground hide, 
Beneath the briar which deck'd the hedge's side ; 
A group of children bounded gaily near. 
Their light laugh rang like music on my ear ; 
"Pis here, methought, that unalloy'd doth reign 
Those joys that riper years know not again ; 
So here ni pass my gladsome fairy life. 
Nor rove within that world where all is strife. 
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GO, BEAUTIFUL BIRD. 



Gro, beautiful bird, 

I will keep thee no more, 
Thy song so oft heard. 

Tells the glad days of yore. 
Thou pinest in thy pris'n, 

And thy plumage is dim ; 
Lo, Sol hath aris'n — 

In the woods welcome him. 



Farewell, bonnie bird ! 

Yes farewell, thou art free ; 
Thy pinings are heard. 

But Where's solace for me ? 
Thou sing'st in the groves, 

Once more joyous and wild ; 
All blithely he roves. 

Far from sorrow's pale child. 
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A captive no more, 

Thou wilt joyously range ; 
Thy life hath in store 

Nought but pleasureful change. 
But not so with me, 

I am captive for aye ; 
My soul to be free 

Waits Eternity's day. 



PRETTY ADELE. 



Our pretty Adele, our pretty Adele, 

She hath pass'd like a vision away, 
Ere Sorrow could blight, or Folly's loud bell 

Charm her ear with its notes wild and gay. 
Like a beautiful bud she open'd on earth. 

And modesty veiled her charms, 
Like the moss o'er the rose, which heightens its worth. 

While it guards it from wanton alarms. 

L 
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Our pretty Adele, our pretty AdeH 

She Ailfill'd hath her mission below : 
Oh bright was the time while she with us did dwell. 

Enhancing our pleasure and less'ning our woe. 
We sorrow'd to view on her transparent cheek 

The rose grow more delicate still. 
Its fast fading hue made all save her weep, 

And Death's arm was upraised to kill. 



Our pretty Adele, our pretty Adele, 

Oh we watch'd her with infinite care ; 
Her closing eye bidding earth farewell, 

The wing'd seraphin cleft the air ; 
And they rais'd the head of the drooping flower, 

And tenderly bore it in clouds away ; 
We selfishly moum'd — jet bless'd be that hour. 

When she pass'd from life to the reahns of day. 
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TO MISS ALEXANDER. 



Oh may thy life, dear Sara, cloudless be, 

As this bright first-born stunmer month, sweet May; 
As Nature rivalless in one we see^ 
So may we Virtue view, dear girl, in thee, 

Th' intrinsic beauty of her charms display. 

May Sorrow kiss thy dimpled cheek, sweet maid. 
As softly as this bahny breeze does now ; 

May Health a garland twine, which ne'er shall fade ; 

While Heavenly Love with smiles the work shall aid. 
And wreathe the blessing round dear Sara's brow. 



NIGHT. 



The night wind is ringing, 
Moum^liy, mournfully; 

The maniac's singing, 
SGomfuUy, scornfully. 
L 2 
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The fierce wind uprismg, 
It will soon do its worsts 

The sailor apprising 

That a storm soon will burst. 

The pale moon appeareth, 
But she vanishes soon ; 
The hoarse wind she heareth, 
And the night dooms to gloom. 

The frail barque is doomed, 
There's nought can avert it; 

In waters entombed, 

There's nought now can hurt it. 

The thiveller seeking 
His lost way all in vain, 

Falls weary and weeping 
On the dark rugged plain. 

He thinks of the gladness 

Which once reigned in his home, 

And crieth, ^^ Twas madness, 
'Twas madness to roam." 
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O'er joys of life's morning, 

He in bitterness sighs ; 
Their departure while mourning, 

Lo, he sinks and he dies. 

The moon then appearing, 

Shed her rays where he lay ; 
And carrions, nought fearing, 

Soon discovered their prey. 

Still the hollow blast's howling 

O'er the white-crested deep ; 
The starved wolf is prowling 

Where the fleecy tribe sleep. 

The eagle high soaring, 

Skimmeth through the rent air, 

'Midst elements roaring 
He their fury can dare. 

Oh ! storm high and mighty, 

Who can bid thee to cease ? 
But the God who reigns brightly, 

And whose kingdom is peace ! 
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THE EXILE'S LAMENT. 

WRITTEN AT THE REQUEST OF THE ADTHOR, 

Delle Ini^i]it& pnitUcale a Boma nel secola xix. 



Bright land of beauty, land of love^ 

My sunny Italy ! 
Oh ! can it be that Grod above 

Hath sever'd me &om thee ! 

Oh ! land of beauty, land of hope, 

The exile weeips for thee ; 
Would that thy bonds I could have broke. 

And died to set thee free. 

None, none can tell the void that lies 

Within the exile's heart — 
A void increasing till he dies — 

It never will depart. 



OF THE UniD. 151 

Ohy Bome^ my country — ^land of fiune! 

Thy fiJlen state I mouni — 
A wreck thou staud'st^ in nought the same. 

All, all thy greatness gone. 

Oh, Boma ! land of gloiy 's home, 

The seat of dassic loxe, 
Why am I doom'd for aye to roam. 

And never see thee more ? 

Awake, awake I-^behold thy shame, 

Oh list, proud Rome, to me*^ 
Thou slave to Superstition's reign. 

Awake to Liberty ! 

I told thee of that tyranny 

Which fix'd such chains on thee<— 

I wept for thy dark destiny, 
And strove to set thee free. 

But what the thanks my struggles brought. 

Save galling chains to bind ? 
Who liberty for others sought, 

A prison's walls confin'd ! 
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Ohy sunny land of beauty's smiles^ 
Where joy once reign'd of yore ; 

But now opfM^ension spreads its wiles 
I dare not see thee more. 

I think upon thy purple sky, 
Thy vineyards fam'd in song, 

The perfumed breezes floating by. 
To cheer the labouring throng. 

I think upon thy orange bow'rs^ 

Thy glory-flowered ground, 
Now gone for aye those happy hours, 

Nor other pleasures found. 

Oh, Italy ! thy exile's heart 

Doth yearn to thy bright dime ; 

For, Liberty, from thee to part, 
What bitter choice was mine ! 

Oh, sunny land of love and hope ! 

I still do weep for thee, 
Would that thy chains I could have broke. 

And died to set thee free. 
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THE SHAMROCK. 



Should I sleep in a lowly grave, 
Where ne'er a fl[ow*r is seen, 

And where no cypress branches wave, 
Nor weeping willows lean. 

Should I fall in youth or age, 

Poor, unwept, or unknown, 
Yet will eternity's broad page 

A name once writ e'er own. 

Tho' drear it be and desolate. 
Where no proud steps pass by, 

And tho' no stone may tell the fate 
Of her who there may lie. 

Yet shall I there less soundly sleep 

Than in a marble tomb ? 
Where sculptur'd forms appear to weep^ 

And flowers shed perfume. 
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Or can aught break on that repose 
Which is a dreamless sleep, 

Altho' no floral gem there blows, 
Casting an odour sweet 

But yet I would not that my grave 

Should all, all barren be ; 
I should not grieve to know 'twas made 

Where bird nor came nor bee. 

But yet I would that on the sod 
The shamrock some would place, 

For 'tis the emblem of my God, 
And telleth of His grace. 
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THE VOICE. 



"Us sweet to hear the voioe of youth 
Breathing tones of love and troth, 
And mark how on the ruby lip 
Smiling innocence doth sit ; 
While on the brow, through Virtue fair, 
There dwells no shade of gloomy care ; 
When bright eyes shed a radiant grace 
O'er merry childhood's guileless face. 
Oh then the tones which greet the ear 
Are as the lark's, most gay and clear. 
And £Edl as dew on th' sun-dried flow'r. 
When in that dark and dreary hour 
We deem the world all f uU of woe. 
Because our cup doth orerflow ; 
But childhood's laugh upon the air 
Doth tell us sorrow is not there ; 
And then our thoughts &om present pain 
Turn back and live the past again, 
And taste the bliss of that glad time 
When bright as theirs our sun did shine. 
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'Tis sweet to hear the voice of those 

Whose cheek hath lost the morning rose ; 

Who've thrown the garb of childhood by, 

Yet have not lost the beaming eye, 

The healthful cheek, the shadeless brow. 

But gay as then they were, are now. i 

Altho' the form is of prouder height, 

The sunny locks a shade less bright, 

Tho' laughter's vanished from the lip. 

Still there many a smile doth sit ; 

And every youthful grace 

We now in heightened beauty trace. 

The voice doth breathe in fuller tones 

The deep, deep love the spirit owns ; 

And rich and sweetly doth it sound 

The while some truth it doth expound. 

And falling on the mourner's ear, 

It doth his lonely spirit cheer ; 

Imparting pleasure, joy, and mirth, 

It makes us view with smiles the earth. 

And weens us from our thoughts and cares 

To join the harmony of theirs. 
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But sweeter far to hear the tones 
Of those whose smking spirit owns^ 
Eternal Truth's all saving power 
Gladly greeting their parting hour. 
When round the doselj-curtain'd bed 
Full many tears the mourners shed. 
And as the hour of death draws nigh 
List sadly to the last *' good-bye !" 
Then, then how sweet those accents are 
Which teU of mercy fi!om afar; 
How heaVnly love and saving grace 
Have banish'd fear of Death's embrace. 
How in that hour they do rejoice, 
That soon theyll hear their Maker^s voice ! 
And smiling bid their friends adieu, 
As heaVn bursts upon their view. 
This voice the sweetest is to hear, 
Which makes the force of Truth most clear. 
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FRAGMENT. 



When golden-crested mountain tops 

Dewy eve enshadows, 
And flow'rs 'neath heavy crystal drops 

Droop in lovely meadows. 
When thro' mist the bright moon peeps, 
And findeth that sweet Nature sleeps 

While winds do gently moan ; 
Then the poet* s wild romance 
Upriseth fifom her dreamy trance, 

And claims the world her own. 



DEATH RODE ON THE GALE. 



King Death on the sighing gale did ride, 
And waving his spear by his courser's side. 

He poison'd the perfum'd air. 
His trappings were worn by child and bride, 
And waved o'er the heir in his hour of pride, 

For none did the conqueror spare. 
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His banner of black he rear'd on earth, 
And stifled every sound of mirth 

By tonch of his iron rod. 
In terrible strength he came array'd. 
He came and his poVr to men display'd, 

That they might return to God. 



For well did he know that mighty king, 
That nothing but sorrow would ever bring 

Their souls from that height of pride ; 
Where they having raised themselves a home. 
The cause of their glory did then disown, 
. And thus did God's strength deride. 



Then Death o'er the land his larum rung, 
And call'd alike on the aged and young 

To lay all their greatness down. 
The earth pour'd forth a mournful strain. 
On viewing her strength all weak and vain, 

Against th' Almighty's frown. 
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SACRED SONG. 



Oh 'tis a glorious thing to know 

The rightful source whence blessings flow, 

And not t' ascribe to idols vain 

The love which marks Jehovah's reign. 

Oh 'tis a glorious thing to feel 
The light of Truth our senses steal, 
Which deadening the world's false charms, 
Makes free the heart from all alarms. 

To view around on ev'ry side 
His blessings flowing far and wide ; 
To live where He is known as King — 
Where we in peace His praise may sing. 

Then let us use the blessings giv'n. 
Nor coolly slight the Lord of Heav'n, 
Lest vengeance issue from His throne 
On those who, having known, disown. 
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But such, oh Father ! ne'er can be, 
For still our hearts will turn to Thee ; 
Tho' scorn we meet as writ of yore, 
Yet Thee alone we would adore. 



T5K INVITATION. 



Come to the mountain side, sister, 

Gome quickly, love, with me ; 
With flowers FU wreathe thy waving hair, 

While sweet thou sing'st to me. 
Come hasten thee, sweet sister mine. 

For lo ! the sun recedes. 
And compass'd round with rosy clouds, 

The west his form receives. 

We will rove with arms entwin'd, love, 

By dell, o'er hill, and lea; 
And thou shalt cheer my spirit's dream 

With thy sweet minstrelsie. 

M 
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Down by the tree whose branches claim 
Close kindred with the skies, 

Well sit and watch the parent bird 
As in mid-air she flies. 



Come, sister, look what beauties lie 

Half hidden from our view ; 
Behold the daisy's fringed cup, 

How spangled o'er with dew ! 
Now raise thine eyes to heaven's vault — 

Tell me what see'st thou there ; 
Can scenes of earth, tho' beautiful^ • 

With that bright one compare ? 



Earth hath her mountains and her dells. 

Her rivers and her seas, 
Her proud hills crown'd with lofty oaks, 

And lakes with weeping trees. 
Her giant rocks, which overhang 

The yawning gulf below. 
All barren stand in rugged pomp, 

Nor culture ever know. 
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She hath her oaverns lit with light 

Which streams from crystal walls. 
From pillars which support a dome 

Whose grandeur man appals. 
No mortal architect achieved 

So wonderful a plan. 
The Author of such magnificence 

The ocean's width, doth span ! 



Earth hath her mines of golden ore, 

Her coral-bedded seas, 
And valleys which resounding ring 

With hum of flying bees. 
Bright shells and weeds, and costly pearls, 

Bedeck her sandy shore. 
And vain th' attempt of any one 

To tell of all her store. 



But yet, sweet sister — ^fairy one, 

Tho' beautiful is earth, 
The sight of yon bright starry frame 

To higher thoughts gives birth. 
M 2 
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Come, Henrietta^ scan with me 
The Book that's open'd wide. 

And having traced th' illumin'd page, 
For earth or heav'n decide. 



CHRISTMAS IS HERE. 



Merry Christmas is here ! — ^lo I his silver locks blend 
With the bright silky gold of his beautiful child's ; 

By her proud doating sire doth Joy smilingly bend, 

Aud many a blessing she doth lavishly send ; 

Gentle offspring of Charity,.Poverty's friend. 

When old Winter beholds thee he looks up and smiles. 

Oh Christmas ! gay Christmas 1 right welcome art thou, 

We merrily greet thy bright holly-crown'd brow ; 

While the fire bums brightly well laugh and well sing, 

With the sounds of rejoicing our lov'd homes shall ring. 

Then all hail to thee, Christmas ! — all hail ! all hail ! 

To the laugh of the child and the old man's tale. 
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Merry Christmas is here, with his laugh-lighted face, 

On his time-furroVd brow ruddy jollity gleams. 
Age, forgetting its years, with Mirth doth embrace, 
While good-humour'd smiles lend each vis^e a grace 
That no time from sweet memory e'er can e&ce, 

Which diffuseth a charm through after-life dreams. 
Oh Christmas ! enthroned 'mid thy bright berries red. 
Glad Love over all doth his influence shed : 
Then we feel that his nature is truly divine, 
And we willingly, willingly bow at his shrine. 
Oh, all hail to thee, Christmas ! — all hall ! all hail ! 
To the laugh of the child and the old man'd tale. 



'TIS HERE I LIKE TO BE. 



An old tombstone all covered with green, 

And a ruined church hard by, 
A desolate place where no life is seen, 
No noise but the wind's soft sigh. 
Oh this, this is the spot where I like to be. 
Where the scythe of old Time's mow'd wondrously. 
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I Uke thro' that chiureh3rBrd sad to walk, 

'Neath an azure canopy, 
An ivy-wxeath'd and mosssy crown'd porch. 
Which half on the ground doth lie. 
Oh 'tis here, it is here, 'mid the time-ruined graves^ 
It is here that Vd int where the cypress tree wa^ea 



rd scan the old pile now falling away. 

Where the shriek-owl sits alone, 
And muse on its mouldering tow'rs of grey 
While the wind doth hollowly moan. 
Oh this, this is the scene which I most love to see, 
And alive with the dead there is no one but me. 



And standing a wreck of the days of old. 

Yon ruin is passing fair ; 
I dream of a legend my grandsires told 
Of wondrofus deeds done there. 
Oh this, this is the spot where I like to be, 
Where the scythe of old Time's mow'd wondrously. 
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Oh an old tombstone, half covered with green. 

And a ruined church hard by, 
A desolate place where no life is seen, 
No noise but the wind's soft sigh ; 
Oh this, this is the spot where I like to be. 
And con the bright page of Eternity. 



A SKETCH. 



Be hui^'d, je rebel winds t cease, cease — be still ! 

Why pour ye forth such strains of fearful woe? 
Quell'd be the turmoil of your angry voice, 

LuU'd be the hollow whine which murmurs low. 
Your fierce shrill cry, your loud tempestuous breath ; 

Seek other scenes ! wage war with hall and tow'r, 
But leave ihe tott'ring hut^ which harbours death — 

Too frail a shelter to withstand thy pow'r ! 
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Abode of Penury, of Sickness, Care, 

Of Mis'ry clad in her most grim array ; 
Where haggard Want, that shriyell'd beldame qaeen, 

Sits brooding o'er thy horrible display : 
What hidest thou within thy mould'ring waUs, 

Thro' which the wind pours in his biting cold^ 
And sporting with the embers burning dim, 

By turns they pale, and flame on flame is roll'd ? 



I will lift up thy portal's rusty latch, 

A poet's presence mortals ne'er <liscem ; 
What scenes they see thro' Fanc/s vivid view. 

What chequered tales of human life they learn. 
A wretched bed, with scarce a coverlet, 

Beside that cottage hearth was closely drawn. 
As tho' they fain would strive to give some ray 

Of cheering warmth unto that sinking form. 



Which, stretch'd upon that miserable bed, 
Shiver'd to gaze upon the mocking beams, 

Which only served to light the dismal scene 

With hues scarce shadow'd, save in fearful dreams. 
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And one was sitting by that couch of death, 
Not old thro' time, but thro' the spirit old ; 

The wasted form of her soul-worshipp'd child. 
Did that heart-stricken mother's arms enfold. 



Oh ! she was even now most beautiful. 

That lovely daughter of a sunny dune ; 
Her black hair fell in rich magnificence, 

Tho' lock with lock confusedly entwine. 
And pillow'd on a mother's grief-torn breast, 

The swimming tears unto her eyelids start, 
For she was all that dear on earth was left 

To her from whom so soon she must depart ! 



She rais'd her lustrous eyes to that fond face, 

Which faintly answered with a weeping smile ; 
She clasp'd that form in fervent, speechless love, 

And soMy, sweetly sank to sleep the while. 
The weary mother watch'd her slumb'ring child, 

And drew the scanty clothes more tightly round ; 
She bended close to shield her &om the wind. 

Which whistled, moan'd, and burst with deaf'ning 
sound. 
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And who is she, that careworn haggard one, 

That doating parent of so rare a flow'r? 
Who are they both, that none are near them now, 

To cheer and soothe them in this trying hour ? 
We will undraw the veil of by-gone years. 

And see, as in a mirror, all her life ; 
We'll read her soul therein, from childhood up 

To stately maiden and devoted wife. 



Behold her bounding 'mid luxurious groves, 

Where Art and Nature lavish all their care ; 
Here sparkling founttdns sculptur'd forms support,- 

Exotic plants perfume the summer air ; 
O'er arbours, offering a cool retreat. 

Sweet roses peep amid the tendrill'd vine, 
And honeysuckle's wreathy leaves and flow'rs. 

With purple-hued convolvulus entwine. 



She roves amid the garden's fragrant stores, 
Witii painted hues so bright and beautiful, 

And with the rifled gems of those sweet groves, 
H^ little basket and her hands are fulL 
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With sparkling eyes and amber flowing hair, 
With rosy dimpled cheeks and vermille lips, 

She seems a spirit thing of fahy hirth 
As o'er the downy moss she bHthdy trips. 



Yon tree-siixToaaded villa is her hcmie, 

Her parents watch her £K>m the mossy lawn : 
Oh how they love their angel-featur'd child. 

Their fond, their beauti^l — ^their only bom ! 
Year rolls on year, her happy childhood flees, 

And she is now upon the bounding wave ; 
They seek another and a softer dime, 

The mother's wasting, fading form to save. 



'Twas all in vain, for e'er they reach'd its atnud 

That lady sank beneath her early doom ; 
And when they stepp'd upon that sunny shore. 

It was to bear her to the mournful tomb ! 
Year rolls on year, and see the lovely child 

A fair and lovely woman moveth now ! 
She by the altar stands in white array, 

With flow'fs and gems encircling her young brow. 
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lie lov'd her with the passion of his dime^ 

That brilliant^ envied, proud Italian lord. 
But was too wild and gay to cherish long 

Even the being that his soul adored. 
The father never left his only child, 

But reared for them a fairy home on earth, 
Adom'd with ev*ry charm that art could frame, 

Or which poetic genius could give birth. 



No doud upon their wedded life did fall, 

Delightful pass'd each day, each month, each year ; 
And she was happy in her husband's love, 

And with their darling child, in truth to rear. 
She was of beauty marvellously rare. 

With soul-lit features, as we sometimes see 
Pourtray'd in pictures that would symbol forth 

In one bright face the land of Italy. 



In heavy locks of glossy raven hue 
Her silken hair luxuriantly fell ; 

Her flashing eyes were of that liquid brown 
Which seem to fascinate as with a spelL 
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But ok! th' expression of that joyous fiioe ! 

All language fiuls in the attempt to show — 
Now beaming with delight^ now sad, now stem — 

Now lit with joy, and now with passion's glow. 



Unknowing aught but scenes of changeM joy 

That sunny featured child six years had told ; 
She was the pole-star of her father^s home. 

The petted plaything of her grandsire old. 
And Enmui loVd to trace in that yoong &oe 

Each feature mirrored of her thoughtless lord ; 
She knew him not as yet, and oft-times prayed 

Her daughter's soul might like his soul be stored. 



Alas ! we little know for what we pray, 

When like aught earthly we implore to be ; 
For who can tell what human hearts enfold ? 

What deeds may slumber till eternity ! 
But Emma knew ere long her husband's faults, 

For soon her good, her aged father died ; 
Through her Alberto was the old man's heir, 

But sadly used the wealth he thus deriv'd. 
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He sold the lands of her inheritance, 

Those wealthy lands within her native isle. 
Their quiet home the scene of feasting made, 

Of baU, of mask, of folly, and of guile : 
The banquet's spread with reckless waste of gold — 

The rooms are garlanded with flow'rets gay, 
The trees are hung with lamps of varied hue, 

So bright, they make of night a second day. 



The courtly throng sweep thro' the perfumed grove. 

Gray with devices to delight the gaze, 
Sweet music lends the whole a magic charm. 

And wakes the honey'd words of rapt'rous praise. 
Alberto would not think upon the time 

When all these joyous festivals must end: 
He made the haunts of gamesters his resort, 

And night on night in fevered hope did spend. 



Oh I what a change but two short years have made 
Since Emma's father sought the courts above — 

He thought her blest with plenitude of wealth, 
Strong in th' affection of her husband's love. 
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But, lo ! she sits beside her daughter's bed 

And weeps each long, each weary night away ; 

Her face is mark'd with those deep lines of care, 
Which tell as years for eVry anxious day. 



She hears his footstep on the marble floor. 

She springs to meet him with outstretched hands ; 
Her eyeballs start — ^the blood forsakes her cheek — 

She gasps — ^recoils — ^transfix'd with horror stands ! 
There's that within her look that not an age 

Could ever banish &om her husband's heart ! — 
She staggers — ^falls — ^her firenzy-beaming gaze 

Is broken with convulsive shudd'ring start 



She doubts ! she dreams ! — she clasps her burning brow, 

<^ There is not — is not blood upon his hand ! 
Speak, speak, Alberto ! — ^with so foul a deed 

Our child— our name — ^you could not, would not 
brand?" 
He turns away, he dares not meet her glance — 

His Own would tell tiie thing that he hath done — 
Would tell that life, yea noble life, had flow'd, 

To prove his gold dishonourably won. 
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Year rolls on year, bringing many a change. 

The sun shines bright on Albion's verdant hills, 
But one looks listless on the joyous scene, 

No peace unto his bosom it instils. 
Ah I 'tis Alberto ! — ^yes, even he, 

His black and flashing eyes are sunk and dim— 
His very form seems to have shrank thro' woe, 

His glance pourtrays a soul long lost in sin. 



Slow, step by step, he fell from that proud height, 

Where ev'ry blessing hover'd o'er his head ; 
And now that all his ill got gains are spent, 

He hath no home but yonder wretched shed. 
His lovely daughter droop'd in that strange land. 

E'en while their home with ev'ry comfort smil'd ; 
The sunny roses fled, her step grew slow — 

For her bright climate pin'd Italia's child. 



She lack'd the warm breath of the perfum'd gale. 
The ruddy sunbeams 'mid the vine-wreath'd bow'rs. 

Its orange groves, its citron shaded walks. 
The wild profusion of its gorgeous flow'rs. 
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And now that Poverty'^ rude breath assail'd, 

She strove to glad their home with smiles of mirth, 

But pallid face, and tall thin wasting form, 
Too sure betray'd their melancholy birth. 



The mother had not pow'r her child to save. 

She could but watch that fading form divine ; 
There was one source, but that she dared not try. 

For it involv'd disclosure of his crime. 
She could not give his name, his blood-stain'd name. 

To be the source of her proud kindred's scorn ; 
But while she marks her daughter slowly die. 

She turns with horror from Alberto's form. 



Months slowly fled, and still the child liv'd on, 

But he, her unrepentant father died ; 
By sudden stroke Alberto pass'd away — 

His shame, his crime, the murky grave doth hide. 
The widow sits in that dark lonely hut. 

And as she writes her glance is flx'd and wild, 
While swift as thought her fingers trace the words, 

Which ask for succour — mercy for her child ! 

N 
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Where is she now, that wretched widow'd one ? 

Is she not bending o'er that sleeping form. 
And as she shields her from the sighing wind 

She wildly prays, and lists unto the storm. 
She bends still closer to her child — she starts ! 

She falls beside her with a stifled groan — 
Their faces met : it was enough — ^twas o'er. 

She knew, she felt, she was with Death alone ! 



The morning slowly dawns, and with it comes 

Those noble relatives whose aid she sought, 
And busy forms surround that couch of death. 

Too late, too late is pray'd for succour brought. 
They raise her up, they tear her from her child ; 

They speak — she answers in a maniac song I 
Oh take her far from scenes that mock her woe. 

For all your love, she will not need it long. 
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THE GEM I LOVE. 



Ye wood n3nnphs, bright and beautiful, 

Your kindly aid I seek. 
Oh quickly wake^ ye sylpliide ones, 

From long and bahny sleep : 
rd gaze upon your rosy cheeks 

And flower-wreathed brows^ 
As fairy rings ye sporting Inake, 

Beneath the orange boughs ; 
Oh I would see your coral Mps 

With rows of pearls between, 
And lightly touch your Mly hands, 

So downy soit, I ween ; 
And I would ask, ye forest fays, 

What is it I shall bring 
Unto the one most dear to me. 

And unto whom I sing ? 

Oh say what shall I give the one 

Whose love hath given me, 
What is by far more precious, than 

Bright jewels from the sea ? 

N 2 
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It is a richer, rarer gift 

Than all Peru's false gold ; 
This gem is mine, which never can 

Be either bought or sold. 
And when I see the proud bedeck'd 

In robes of purple sheen, 
I laugh at their loVd trappings rich. 

Right burthensome I ween ; 
And oft I say within my heart, 

Think not I envy ye ; 
For ah ! I own a brilliant rare 

That none can take from me, 
That sootheth me in hours of grief. 

And brighter makes my joy. 
That is a balm to ev'ry wound 

That doth my peace alloy. 



Bestrew your pearls before me, 

Your gold and diamonds all. 
Your rubies and bright sapphire wreaths, 

With thick-set coral tall: 
The broadest roll of titled line, 

Lay open to my sight. 
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With massive parchment scrolls^ 

To prove ancestral might ; 
And saj, all these well give to thee, 

If thou wilt but resign 
The gem thou lov'st, and in exchange 

These treasures shall be thine : 
But, ah ! rd spurn such hollow things 

And love that one the more, 
^Who by persuasion's gentle art 

Hath train'd my soul to lore. 



And do ye ask what this can be 

That thus o'er all I prize ; 
Oh know then, middens, 'tis the love 

That lights a mother's eyes ! 
It is the love that watch'd o'er me 

While yet a reckless child, 
Impatient of rebuke I grew — 

Stubborn, stem, and wild. 
It caused my ruffled brow to be 

All passionless agaro, 
And made upon my angry lip 

Th' unspoken words remain : 
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It is the tiiioiightfi]], tender love^ 

That in late years hath been 
The cause of ev'ry miljder ray. 

That makes mj life serene ; 
It hath calm'd a spirit haughty, proud. 

But yet unfelt the yoke, 
That with love's silken o«rds hath bound 

What never could be broke. 



All, all my joys from her have sprung, 

Tho' " few and far between," 
For ah ! by Nature I was form'd 

To view mankind with spleen. 
So much Tve heard, so much Pve seen, 

Of hypocrisy's . wiles> 
That with suspicious glance I view 

Their bland and honey'd smiles ; 
But yet I know that there are some 

Who still hold virtue dear. 
Who would not by a word give pain, 

Or wound the tender ear. 



OP THE MIMD. 183 

And of these few, these sainted few, 

M7 mother dear is one, 
And vain would be the task in me, 

Her angel deeds to sum. 

Oh I she is gentle, watchful, kind, 

And love beams in her eye. 
And when I think that I may live 

To hear her latest sigh, 
I start — ^for to such fearful thoughts 

I dare not make reply : 
The world that was a wilderness, 

Ere that love I could prize, 
Would be again a desert, when 

No more that star can rise. 
But flee ! begone ye dismal thoughts 

Of darkest misery — 
The Lord who gave so bright a ray. 

Knows better far than we. 
When to recall her peaceful soul 

To heavenly mystery. 
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FRAGMENT. 



How all above the power of thought^ 

Must the glory of His dwelling be, 
Who bade this beauteous world from nought 

Rise and revolve in immensity ! 
How short must fall the loftiest views, 

Man, proud man, can form of Him — ^his Grod ! 
Who gave His work a voice no power subdues, 

Which bids submission to His sov'reign nod. 



THE SLEEPING CHILD. 



How he smileth in his sleep, 
My pretty baby brother ! 

Surely then his dreams are sweet, 
Say'st thou not so, dear mother ? 
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Round about his ruby lips 

What numerous dimples play, 
i>Vom such a mouth Love nectar sips, 

And sigheth to flee away. 



Tell me, may I wake him, mother ? 

With a fond and fervent kiss ? 
But, no I I will not rob my brother 

Of a moment of his bliss. 
For ofl-times I remember, 

To have heard the aged say — 
Dreams are summer — ^life's December, 

Which beareth young hopes away. 



And is it so, dear mother ? 

Will yon fairy smiling child. 
Awake like ev'iy other. 

And like them be beguiled? 
Must his brow, so white and fair, 

Be weighed down with sorrow ; 
Will he drink the draught of care. 

And sip of pleaerure's hollow? 



186 8FBING FLOWEKS 

Will those langbing eyes of blue, 

Which so eloqaentlj beam, 
That their liquid light I view, 

Thinking thus do cherubs gleam ; 
And as from beneath the shade 

Of silken lashes thej peep, 
I ask thee, were such but made 

So bitterly to weep ? 



Oh, dearest mother, tell me, 

For why is the world call'd cold ? 
For it seemeth full of glee. 

And beauteous to behold. 
And oh ! full well I love it. 

With its pleasures ever new — 
I like to see the bright sun dip 

His locks 'neath the waters blue. 



Morning brings to^me delight, 
And sweetly passeth the day ; 

Tho' perchance Tve wept, ere night 
My tears are all kiss'd away. 
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But where the dreary tomb is nuule 

'Tis little I love to look— 
I would not sit 'neath cypress shade, 

But by the tiiurmurixig brook. 



There the pretty blue bells grow 

That ovat £dwy loves so well. 
There the fringed daisies blow, 

And the lily shakes its belL 
" My child, the flow'rs thy brotiier twines 

Will quickly wither and die ; 
O'er clouds where the sun now shines 

The sttmn-flend may soon pass by. 



'< Thou lov'st not to think the tomb 

Must one day ope for thee, 
And sighest to meet thy doom, 

And fain from it would flee. 
Then list, my child, the while I tell. 

How Death can conquered be, 
And in the bosom treasure well 

How f obtain the victory. 
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'< I know to thee the dlent grave 

Doth seem a mansioii of night, 
And those who slumber in its shade 

Have bidden farewell to light: 
But thou in life, mj child, must choose 

The path by God traced out ; 
He who did the serpent bruise, 

Hath cleared that path from doubt 



'* Virtue must thy footsteps guide, 

And Charity close attend, 
Truth unfurl her banners wide, 

And Justice with Mercy blend : 
In thy heart let turmoil cease, 

Be to all around thee kind ; 
From evil thy thoughts release, 

And prove the power of mind; 



" Then when the sands of life are run, 
And * all is a passing tale,' 

Instead of obscuring the sun. 
Its glories shall Death unveiLv. 
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Wilt thou lead this life, my child? 

To the fatherless a friend ; 
From thy God be ne'er beguil'd, 

Humbly to His mandates bend. 



" Then the gates of eternity 

The grave shaU throw open wide, 
And angels, the soul then free. 

Will welcome on ev*ry side. 
But hush ! my Edwy's waking ; 

Amy ! Amy ! — ^hark he calls I 
Sweetly his slumbers breaking. 

Gently o'er him morning falls. 



'' His little arms invite thee. 

Thine Amy around him twine ; 
Kiss him back to mirth and glee. 

While I clasp ye both in mine. 
Ever thus, oh may ye be. 

Gentle, loving children mine ; 
Thus united, stem life's sea. 

And thus greet life divine !" 
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HOLY AND REVEREND IS HIS NAME. 



" Holy and reverend is his name T 
Who o'er the universe doth reign, 
And who this mighty world did frame, 

And gave creation light. 
His word, His glorious word alone 
Bade the still sea to wave and foam, 
And gave the finny tribe their home. 

In trackless regions bright. 



Mighty and glorious is His fiune, 
Who curbs at will the roaring main, 
And bids the fiery sun again 

Triumphantly to shine. 
Whose eye can pierce the thickest gloom — 
To whom the night is clear as noon — 
Who can reverse the captive's doom, 

And break the bands of time. 
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Holy and glorious is His word, 
By highest saints in heav'n ador'd, 
Who call Him King I Jehovah ! Lord ! 

Creator, and God supreme ! 
'Mid breakers roaring, and waves dash'd high, 
He hears the imploring sailor's cry. 
And bids his soul for eternity 

Quit life's transitory dream. 



" Holy and reverend is His name !" 
Holy and glorious is His fame. 
Holy and merciful is His reign, 

Father Spirit ! Light of light ! 
Oh may the harps of nations ring, 
To give Him honour, His praises sing — 
Let prince and peasant offerings bring 

To him, Almighty Judge of right ! 
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THE BELLS AND THE WIND. 



Merrily, merrily ring the bells, 

With rapid cadence swelling, 
Sportively borne on the wings of the wind. 
Sweetly entrancing the thoughts of the mind. 

Those sounds sweet deeds are telling. 

Cheerily, cheerily ring the beUs 

Yet louder and louder out, 
Among and around, and merry and gay. 
Dashing and whistling, and dying away ! — 

Oh what is the wind about ? 

Mournfully, mournfully ring the bells 

In slow decreasing time ; 
The frolicsome wind bears the sounds away, 
The while like a wilful child at play. 

He mocks their plaintive chime. 
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Glorious, glorious sport had he, 

Right pleased with the tinkling things, 
Lulling himself in the tall grass high. 
Suddenly drowning the ding-dong cry, 
Bj shaking his noisy wings. 

Merrily, merrily ring the bells, 

Clash, clash they go ; 
Joyfully, joyfully ring they out. 
Louder and louder the wind doth shout. 

For he doth angry grow. 

Glorious peals of melody 

Burst forth with rolling clang. 
Peal, peal upon peal, in joyful strain. 
As billow rolls billow o'er the main. 

The rapid changes swam. 

Rising in wrath the terrible wind 

Dash'd madly to and fro ; 
Like triumphing angels' voices sweet, 
Their fickle playmate's ear they greet 

In tuneful murmurs low. 
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Joyfully, joyfully out they rang, 

Clianniiig the angry wind ; 
Bising and swelling, and dying away — 
Tull lull lar-tuU lull lar— what is't they say, 

He doth so pleasing find ? 

Oh the words, the words they breathe in his ear, 

No mortal one can tell. 
For no simile holds our language weak. 
To reveal the heavenly accents sweet 

Which live but in the belL 

Merrily, merrily ring the bells. 

The wind rocks to and fro ; 
And as he sporteth so merry and gay. 
Dashing and whistling, and dying away — 

Clash, clash I they go. 
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ACROSTIC. 

ON A BEAUTIFUL LITTLE GIKL, THREE TEARS OF AGS. 



E miljy the jouthful and £edr» 

M errily sings an auld Scotch air ; 

I see those locks of golden hue, 

L ily of Beith, with eyes of blue, 

Y our parents' pride, and Scotia's too. 

F air and sweet little warbler, soon 

I hope to hear thy '' Bonnie Doon ;" 

L ovely flower of Flora's train, 

L ike to the lark's thy joyous strain. 

A pretty, winsome, bonnie lass, 

N e'er knowing care may thy hours pass, 

S moothly among some happy class. 



o 2 
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TOGETHER THEY PASSED THROUGH LIFE. 

[The following lines are upon facts within the writer's knowledge: those 
upon whom they were written died but a few days ago.] 



Together they pass'd thro' life 

In their affection gay ; 
'Mid its troubles, its cares, its strife, 
'Mid its scenes, with beauty rife. 

They took their changeful way. 

'Mid contentment) and peace, and joy, 

'Mid sorrow, and care, and woe ; 
Amid scenes that cast alloy. 
And that mostly do love destroy. 
Still hand in hand they go. 

'Mid gaiety, folly, and mirth, 

'Mid snaring riches and pride ; 
Each resting on the other's worth. 
Making a sunny place of earth, 
They journey side by side. 
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Thus treading the chequered path of life, 

They cheer each other along ; 
Secure thro' love they stem the strife — 
Thro' deep affection their days are rife 

With joys that to heaVn belong. 

Thus, conqu'ring all the ills of life, 

Journeying on they go, 
TiU fiends of hate, who love but strife, 
Resolv'd to break their blissful life, 

And drug their cup with woe. 

Robed in disease, away they sped — 
They knelt by the husband's side ; 

They kiss'd his cheek — ^the roses fled. 

They left the hue of fever red — 
He droop'd in manhood's pride. 

The wife, the fond devoted wife 

Bends o'er his death-deVd brow, 
Yet will not hear the lov'd one's life 
Froclaim'd as leaving all earthly strife, 
And wearily watches now. 
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She wildly cried, as fervent hope 

Did her fond heart deceive — 
" Death will not send the bitter stroke — 
For him the grave it cannot ope, 

I will not it believe. 

*' Look ! look upon his slumb'ring form, 

There is no danger now ! 
I feel, I feel with early mom 
Young Health again will on him dawn, 

Once more will kiss his brow." 

'Twixt fear and hope, slow wan'd the night — 

She hears her husband sigh ; 
She draws the curtain — ^morning light 
Reveals how horrible a sight — 

His deathly glazing eye ! 

She wildly strains him to her heart, 

And eye entrances eye ; 
Death rears aloft a double dart — 
They greet it with convulsive start, 

And both together die. 
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Thej seek to tear her form awaj, 

They raise the drooping head; 
Why do they shriek in wild dismay ? 
What do they see that doth affiny? 

The dead in th' arms of the dead ! 

They have pass'd together thro' life, 

Thro' peace, and joy, and woe. 
They have pass'd from its care and strife. 
And now greeting eternal life. 

Still hand in hand they go ! 



A SONG. 



Oh turn not heedlessly away 
From the captive thou hast made ! 

Wilt thou not listen while I say, 
*' I love thee, gentle maid !" 
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I do not swear by heav'n or earth, 

Or the " planetaiy host;" 
Of treasured gold or noble birth 

I make no idle boast 

I offer unto thee a heart 
Unstain'd by hate or pride, 

'Tis honest as thou beauteous art — 
Then be piy loving bride. 

My love is deep as thou art fair, 

Say could it deeper be? 
'Twill shield thee, love, from ev'ry care. 

Or share thy grief with thee. 

'Tis as the light of thy dark eye 
" With tenderness deep fraught :'* 

Unsullied in its brilliancy, 
Scorning a lightsome thought. 

It knows no doubts, no bitter fears, 
Nor heeds what envy saith ; 

'Twill not insult by jealous tears, 
Thy word — ^my bond of faith. 
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I ask thee for no servile love, 

For thou art proud and true ; 
But all the feeling of the dove 

In thy soft glance I view. 

Then be my loving gentle bride — 

Thy bright eyes speak for thee ; 
They tell me nought shall e'er divide 

Save death, thine heart from me. 



A REVERIE. 



Hark to hoarse Boreas loudly roaring ! — 
View the iU-omen'd birds high soaring ; 
The boundless ocean laves the cliffed shore, 
And the doom'd bark low sinks to rise no more. 
The sombre waves rear high their crested heads. 
And menace him who with the dark sea weds ; 
All crown'd with foam they sweep along the coast, 
The lifeless mariner's funereal host. 
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Oh 'tis a night of horror ! 'tis a time — 
The struggling soul we no more can confine ; 
All scorning earth and earthly things^ it soars, 
And makes a home with th' ideal it adores. 
The swollen torrent falls with rapid sweep, 
And empts its waters in the mighty deep ; 
'Mid riven clouds the forked lightning plays, 
Making the black night brilliant with its rays. 

What see ye thither but the troubled main ? 
But 'tis not thus within the poet's brain. 
What see ye floating but a white sail there ? 
Imagination cries, " a lady fair !" 
Behold ! she takes the fallen flag to fold 
In graceful plaits, the emblem of the bold : 
Now on that maiden's breast a scarf it lies. 
But not on this casts she her death-black eyes ; 
No ! they are rais'd imploringly to one 
With face conceal'd, in habit of a nun. 
To thee 'tis myst'ry, but the poet knows 
The cause of all that beauteous damsel's woes. 

Now on the shore, where Ocean's daughters dance, 
Behold a man with reckless gait advance ; 
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His broider'd dress betrays his lofty rank — 
Then why appears he on the foam-laved bank ? 
His sunken cheeks and hollow eyes will tell 
That in this world he little hath to dwell. 
But see I — ^but see I he waves his arms aloR^ 
And seems to curse, then mock, the ocean's wrath. 
A fair girl, weeping, grasps him by the hand. 
But with a blow he strikes her to the sand ; 
She rises quickly and essays to speak. 
Then round him throws her arms, and can but weep. 
With grasp of iron he clasps her slender form. 
She struggles with him, but with laugh of scorn, 
He forward sprang, and 'neath the wat'ry waste. 
They both together Death, bold Death, embraced ! 

The poet saw, and with a shriek he sprang 

To save — too late ! The shore with voices rang 

Of people summoned by the wild death-cry 

Of that young girl, which reach'd to heaven high. 

The poet heard the murm'ring on the strand, 

And rising, thus addressed the foremost band : — 

" Ye sons of reason, speak not of his name 
In tones of loud censorious blame ; 
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For nought of goodness did his spirit lack, 
When honour crown'd his name, and this dread act, 
That doth appal the hearts of all who hear, 
And makes the maiden e'en her father fear. 
Oh, when this deed ye in after years recall. 
Speak, speak with pity, if ye speak at all ; 
And teach your children as a thing long back. 
To pray for this unhappy maniac V 

He stood alone upon the sandy beach — 
The rebel winds made answer to his speech. 
Gone were the many forms — ^aghast he gazed — 
Flown was the vision that his fancy raised ! 
Waking, he smil'd — Imagination's pow'r 
Not even he had known until that hour ! 



A SONG. 



There is a sound I love to hear, 
A rich full-bearing music tone. 

Like notes of mom's gay songster clear. 
And soft as summer winds' sighing moan. 
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Is it the sound the harp emits, 

When tutor'd fingers sweep the chords, 

The while from ruby blooming lips, 
So sweetly fall the honey'd words ? 



Is it that of the rippling wave, 

The ocean monarch's lullaby ? 
Is it that, so dear to the brave. 

The trumpet sound of victory ? 
Is it the clarion's loud note ? 

Or merry ringing marriage bell. 
When the village maiden doth devote 

Her life to him she loves so well ? 



Is it the strain of birds at mom. 

When soaring highest to the sky ? 
Is it Philomel's song forlorn. 

Or harp J^Han murm'ring nigh ? 
No, no ! 'tis richer far than these, 

Or concave music of the shell ; 
Once heard no other tone can please. 

No language can its sweetness tell ! 
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That sound it is I love to hear, 

Which like the bugle fam'd of old, 
When ceased, still rings upon the ear, 

And captive doth the fond heart hold. 
No sounds in nature, far or near. 

With such entrancing accents fall. 
As doth that voice upon mine ear. 

That voice of one, most dear of all ! 



ABBA, FATHER. 



Father ! Abba ! — Great Unknown 1 

Lord invisible ! — ^where's Thy pomp, Thy state ? 
The world's Thy footstool, space Thy throne. 
Thou mighty God of all — ^the only Great I 
Who shall presumptuous set 
A boundary to His might ? 
To the glory of whose countenance 
The sun's beams are as night ! 
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Awful and Eternal One ! 

Where in infinitude hid'st Thou Thy face ? 
For Thou, O Lord my God, the sun, ^ 

Moon, comets, stars, guidest from Thy holy place. 
Then with triumphant songs of praise. 

Let earth resounding ring. 
And worship with one common voice, 
The Universal King. 



God of my soul — Jehovah ! 

Who shall behold the glory of Thy train ? 
Who but the One who triumphs over 

His passion's pow'r Thy righteousness to gain. 
For this great task who strength acquires, 

Shall be like this renown'd. 
And with the Lord's approving smiles, 
For ever shall be crown'd ! 



/ 
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